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ADVERTISEMENT. 

TO form a popular and plcafing col- 
Icftten of fiich Poems as arc not 
very generally known, has been the chief 
dcfign of the Editor, in which he has 
fpared neither pains nor cxpcncc. To fay 
in what degree his intentions have been ef- 
fefted, muft be left to the jadgcmcnt of 
ihc Public, whofc candour and encourage- 
ment he moft rcfpeftfuUy folicits. 

Thofc" Gentlemen who fo kindly favoured 
him, for the purpofe of feleftion, with fuch 
Books as he could not othcrwife have 
cafily procured, are defired to accept his 
fiDcere thanks ; particularly the Gentleman, 
by whofe affiftance he has been enabled to era- 
bcUifb and enrich this collection with l^cr/es 

/rom the Rev. Mr Hi/hop fo his l^dy^ 

Lines on reading the Sorrows of VVerter^ 

^he Curate and the Manufcri^t Poems of 

f?jf laU ingenious Air Beding^feld* 



iv' ADVERTISEMEJ^T. 

Notwithftaiading the endeaTOurs to be cor- 
reft in the Printing, fome niiftakes may be 
found, but as it is believed they only conlift 
in the omitting or mifplacing of a Point or 
a Letter, (except in one or two inftancesj 
they will be eafily noticed, and which the 
reader it is hoped will excufc. 

North-Shields, ? 
April 1790. S 
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By the Rev. Dr Percy, Lord Bifhop of Dromorc, 
Editor of the Reliques of Ancient Englifti Poetry. 



ADVERTISEMENT, 

WARKWORTH CASTLE in Northumberl 
land ftands boldly on a neck of land near the 
fea-fhore, almoft furroundcd by the river CoQpET, 
(called by our old Latin Hiftorians, CoqtmDA) 
whidh runs with a clear rapid ftream, but when 
fwoln with rains becomes violent and dangerous. 
* About a mile from the Caftle, in a deep roman- 
tic valley, are the remains of a Hermitage ; of 
iiehich the Chapel is ftill intire. This is hollowed 
•with great elefgance in a cliff near the river; as 
arc alfo two adjoining apartments, which probably 
ferved for the Sacrifty and Veftry, or were ap- 
propriated to fome other facred ufcs : for the for- 
mer of thefe, which runs parallel with the Chapel, 
appears to have had an Altar in it, at which Mafs 
was occafionally celebrated, as well as in the Chapd 
atfelf. 

Each of thefe apartments is extremely fmall ; for 
that which was the principal Chapel does not in 
length exceed eighteen feet ; nor is more than feven 
feet and a half in breadth and height : it is how- 
ever very beautifully defigned and executed in the 
folid rock; and has all the decox^tioxv^ cA -i. wcctf- 
pletc Gothic Church or Cathedi^\ \xi tj{\u\^v^^^ 
A ^^ 
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But what principally diftinguiflies the Chapel, ir 
a fm^U Tomb or Monument, on the fouth fide of 
^e Akar : on the top of which, lies a Female Fig- 
ure extended in the manner that efligies are ufually 
cxlybitcd praying on ancient, tombs.. This, figure, 
which is very delicately defigned, fome have igno- 
randy called an image of the Virgin Mary j though" 
iX has not the leaft refemblance to the manner in 
which fhe is reprefented in the Romifii Churches.; - 
who is ufually ere£t, as the obJe£t of adoration, and 
never in a proftrate or recumbent^ pofture. Indeed 
the real image of the bleffed Virgin, probably flood 
in a fmall nich, ftill vifible behind the altar : where- 
as the figure of a Bull's Head, which is rudely car^ 
ved at this Lady's feet, the ufual place for the Creft 
in old monuments, plainly proves her to have been 
a very different perfpnage. 

' About the tomb are feveral other Figures •, which, 
as well as the principal one above-mentioned, arc 
cut in the-natural rock, in the fame manner as the 
little Chapel itfelf, with all its ornaments, and the 
two.adjoining Apartments. AiVTiat flight traditions 
arc fcattered through the country concerning the 
origin and foundation .of this Hermitage, Tomb, 
Sec. arc delivered to the Reader in the following 
xbimes. 

It is univerfally agreed, that the Founder was 

one of the Bertram family, which had once con- 

fiderable poflefCons in Northumberland, and were 

^McjcntJjr Lord^ of Bothal Cittk, 6l>3i^\.^ ^^uvxwcl 
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:inile& from Warkworth. He has been thought to 
be the fame Beet&am, that endowed Brinkborn 
Priory, and built Brjenkshaugh Chapel: which 
both fbmd in the fame winding valley, higher up 
the river. 

But BrinkbU'Rn Priory was founded in the reign 
of K. Henry L* whereas the form of the Gothic 
Windows in this Chapel, efpecially of thofe near 
the ^Itar, h foyrid . rather. jto refemble the ftyle^pf 
archite£lure diat prevailed about the reign of K. 
Edward III. And indeed that the fculpture in this^ 
Chtpel cannot be much older, appears from the 
Creft which is placed at the Lady's feet on the 
tomb; for Camden f informs us^that armorial CrefU. 
did not become hereditary till about the reign of 
K. Edward 11. 

Thefe appearances ftill extant, ftrongly confirm 
the account given in the following poem, and plain- 
ly prove that the Hermit of Warkworth .was 
not the fame perfon that founded Brinkburn 
Priory in the twelfth century, but rather one of the 
Bertram family, who lived at a later period. 

* TanDer*t Notttia Mooaft. f ^ee his Remains* '" ^ 



■ #^# PIT was the word ufed by the old Min 
to fignify a Part or Divtfhn o£ their Hift< 
Songs, and was peculiarly appropriated to this 
of compofitions. See Reliques of Ancient 
Poetry,. Vol. II. p. i66 and 397. 2d Ed. 






THE 

Hermit of Warkworth# 

^ A 

Northumberland Ballad* 



FIT THE FIRST. 

DARK was the nighty and wild the ftormi 
And loud the torrent's roar ; 
And loud the fea was heard to dafh 

Againft the diflant fhore. 
Mufing on man's weak haplefs date, 

The lonely Hermit lay ; 
When, lo ! he heard a female voice 

Lament in fore difmay. 
With hofpitable hafte he rofe, 

And wak'd his fleeping fire ; 
And fnatching up a lighted brandy 

Forth hied the reverend fire. 

All fad beneath a neighbouring tree 

A beauteous maid he found, 
Who beat her breaft, and with her tears 

Bedeircd tie moffy grouu4% 



9^ THE HJBRMIT 

■r. y ' " ■ ■ 

C3^ weep not, lady, weep not fo;> 

Nor let vain fears alarm ; 
My little cell fhall fhelter thee, 
•: And keep thee .fafe from harm. . . 

It is not for myfelf I weep, . 

Nor for myfelf I fear k 
But for my dear and only friend, 

Who lately left me here : * 

And while fome flieltering bower he fought 

Within this lonely wood, 
Ah ! fore I. fear his wandering feet 

Hai^e flipt in yonder flood. 

O I truft in heaven, die Hermit faidy 

And to my cell repair ; 
Doubt not but J IhaU find thy friend, ,. 

And eafc thee of thy care. 

Then climbing up his rocky ftairs. 
He fcales the clifF fo high -, 

And calls aloud^ and waves his light- 
To guide the ftranger's eye. 

Among the thickets long he winds * 

With careful fteps ahd flow : 
At length a voice returned his calV v 

Quick anfwering from below: 

O tell me, father, tell me true. 

If you have chanc*d to fee 
A gentle maid, I lately left 
^ficacath fome neighbouring. tree; 
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P But Cither I have loft the place, 

I Or (he hath gone aftray : 
And much I fear this fatal ft ream 
Hath fnatch'd her hence away. 

iJPraife heaven, my fon, the Hermit fiiid ; 

The lady's fafe ancj well : 
.'And {bon Jie join'd the wandering youth. 

And brought him to his cell. 

Then well was feen, thefe gentle friends 

They lov'd each other dear : 
^Thc youth he prefs'd her to his heart ; 
The maid let fall a tear. 

. Ah ! feldom had their hoft, I ween. 

Beheld fo fweet a pair : 
The youth was tall with manly bloom. 

She flender, foft, and fair. 

The youth .was clad in foreft green, 

With bugle-horn fo bright : 
She in a filkea robe and fcarf 

Snatched up in hafty flight* 

-Sit down my*jchildren, fays Ac Sage; 

Sweet reft your limbs require : . 
Then heaps frefli fewel on the hearth. 
And mends his little fire. 

Partake, he faid, my fimple ftoic, 
Drifid fruits, and milk, and curds ; 

And Spreading jdl upon the board, 
JoYJtes with kindly word;}. 
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Thanks, father, for thy bounteous far^ ; 

The youthful couple fM|: 
Then freely ate, and majff good chear. 

And talk'd their cares away. 

Now fay, my children, (for perchance 

My counfel may avail) 
What ftrange adventure brought you here , 

"Within this lonely dale ? 

Firft tell me, father, faid the youth, 
(Nor blame mine eager tongue) 

What town is hci^e ? What lands arethefe ? 
And to .what lord belong ? 

Alas ! my fon, the Hermit faid. 

Why do I live to fay. 
The rightful lord of thefe domains 

Is bani{h'd far away ? 

Ten winters now have fhed their fnows 

On this my lowly hall. 
Since valiant Hotspur (fo the North 

Our youthful lord did call) 

Againft Fourth Henry Bolingbroke 

Led up his northern powers. 
And ftoutly fighting loft his life 

Near proud Salopians towers* 

One fon he left, a lovely boy, 

His country's hope and heir ; . 
And, oh ! to fave him from his foes 
,Jt was his grandfire'e caic% 
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In Scodand fafe he placM the child 

Beyond the reach of ftrife, 
Nor long before the brave old Earl 

At Bramham loft his life. 

And now the Percy name, fo long 
^ Our northern pride and boaft, 
Lies hid, ;abs ! beneath a cloud ; 
Their honors reft and loft. 

No chieftain of that noble houfo 

Now leads our youth to arms ; 
The bordering Scots difpoll our fields, 

And ravage all our farms. 

Their hajl» and caftles, once fo fair, 

Now moulder in decay ; • 

Ptoud ftrangers now ufurp their lands, 
And bear their wealth away. 

Nor far from hence, where yon full ftream 

Runs winding down the lea, 
Tair Warkworth lifts her lofty towers, 

And overlooks the fca. 

.Thofe towers, alas ! now ftand forlorn. 

With noifome weeds o'erfpread, 
Where feafted lords and courtly dames, • / 

And where the poor were fed. 

Meantime* far off, mid Scottifli hills 

The Percy lives unknown : 
On ft ranger's bounty he depends, 

And may not claim his o\Yii. 
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O might I with thcfc aged eyes 

But live to fee him here. 
Then 0iould my foul depart in blifs ! ■ 

He faidj and dropt a tear. 

And is the Percy ftill fo lov'd 

Of all his friends and thee ? 
Tlien, blefs me, father, faid the youth. 

For I thy gueft am He. 

Silent he gaz*d, then turn'd afide 

To wipe the tears he (hed ; 
And lifting up his hands and eyeSy 

Poured bleffings on his head : 

Welcome, our dear and much-lov'd lord^ 
Thy country's hope and care : 

But who may this young lady be. 
That is fo wonderous fair. 

Now, father, Hften to my tale, 
And thou fhalt know the truth : 

And let thy fage advice direft 
My unexperienc'd youth. 

In Scotland Pve been nobly bred 

Beneath the Regent's hand,* 
In feats of arms, and every lore 

To fit me for command. 



* Robert Stuaut, duke of Albany* See the cent 
^ior of FvADU2i '8 Scoli-Chromcou, caij?* \% . <».^. %^^ fis. 
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'With fond impatience long I burn'd^ ' 

My native land to fee : . 

At length I won my guardian friend^ 
To yield that boon to me. 

Then up and down in hunter's garb 

I wandered as in chace, 
Till in the noble Neville's' houfe * • 

I gain'd a hunter's place. 

Sometime with him I liv'd unknown. 

Till I'd the hap fo fare, 
To pleaft this young and gentle dame. 

That baron's dau^ter fair. 

Now, Percy, faid the Wufhihg maid. 

The truth I muft reveal ; 
Souls great and generous, like to thine. 

Their noble deeds conceaf. 

. It happened on a fummer's day. 
Led by the fragrant breeze, 
I wandered forth to take the air 
Among the green-wood trees. 

Sudden a band of rugged Scots, 

That near in ambufli lay, 
Mofs-troopers from tke bordfer-fide. 

There feiz'd me for their prev* 

My 

• R A L P H N £ V I L L B, fira fjLX\ of ^t^ttVOT^XlX^^^^Vw^ 

ch/cay reiided at his two Caftle% o! ^nK^t^YVtvw^ «oA. 
Hjsy, both ia the biihoprick of DaT\xaai% 
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My flirieks had all^been fpent in vain. 

But heaven, that faw my grief, 
Brought this brave youth within my call,, 

Who flew to my relief. 

With nothing but his hunting fpear, 

And dagger in his hand. 
He fprung like' lightning on my foes. 

And caus*d them foon to ftand. 

He fought, till more affiftance came 5 

The Scots were overthrown ; 
Thus freed me, captive, from their bands 

To make me more his own. 

O happy day ! the youth replied : 

Blefl were the wounds I bare ! 
From that fond hour fhe deign'd to fmile, 

And liften to my prayer. 

And when fhe knew my name and birth, 

She vowed to be my bride ; 
But oh ! we fear'd, (alas, the while !) 

Her princely mother's pride : 

Sifter of haughty Bolingbroke * 

Our houfe's ancient foe. 
To me I thought a banifti'd wight 

Could ne'er fuch favour Ihow. 

Defpai 

♦ JoAK, countefs of Wcftmorehnd, mother of 
young lady, was daughter of John of Gaunt, and 
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jbefpalring then to gain confent 5 

At length to fly with me 
I won this lovely timorous maid ; 
. To Scotland bound arc we. - 

Tliis evening, as the night drew on, 
- Fearing we were purfu'd, 
We turn'd adown the right-hand path, 
And gain'd this lonely wood : 

Then lighting from, our weary fteeds 

To (hun the pelting fliower, 
We met thy kind conducing hand. 

And reached this friendly bower. 

Now reft ye both, the Hermit faid 5 

Awhile your cares foregoe : 
Nor, Lady, fcorn my humble bed; 

We'11 pafs the night helow.* 



• Adjoining to the cUfF, which contains the Chapel of 
the Hermitage, are the remains of a fmall building, in 
which the Hermit dwelt. This confifted of one lower A- 
partmcnt, with a little Bed-chamber over it, and is now in 
ruins: whereas the Chapel, cut in the folid rock, is (till 
Very intirc and pcrfedt. 



The End of the Fj^.rst Part. . 

THE 



THE 

Hermit of Warkworti 

. A 

Northumberland B A L L A D* 



FIT THE SECOND. 

LOVELY, fmird the blufliing mom. 
And every ftorm was fled ; 
But lovelier far, with fweeter fmile. 
Fair Eleahor left her bed. 

She found her Henry all alone, 
And cheer'd him with her fight ; 

The youth confulting with his friend 
Had watch'd the Itvelong iiight. 

What fwect furprize o'erpower'd her breaft ? 

Her cheek what blufhes dyed, 
When fondly he befought her there 

To yield to be his bride ? 

Within this lonely hermitage 

There is a chapel meet : 
^en grant, dear maid, my fond requeft. 

And make mj blifs -compleat. 
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O Henry, when thou deign'ft to fuc. 

Can I thy fujt withftand ? 
When thou, lov'd youth, haft wou my heart. 

Can I refufe my hand ? 

Tor thee I left a father's fmiles. 

And mother's tender care ; 
And whether weal or woe betide. 

Thy lot I mean to fhare. 

And wilt thou then, O generous maid. 

Such matchljsfs favour (how. 
To fhare with me a banifh'd wight 

My peril, pain, or woe. 

Now heaven, I truft, hath joys in ftorc 

To crown thj conftant breaft : 
For, know, fond hope aflures my heart 

That wc fhall foon be bleft. 

Not far from hence ftands Coquet Ifle 

Surrounded by the fea ; 
There dwells a holy friar, well-known 

To all thy friends and thee : * 

^Tis father Bernard, fo revered 

For every worthy deed ; 
To Raby caftle he fhall go. 

And for us kindly plead. * 

C To 

* In the little iflaod of Coqpbt, near Warkworth. are 
ftill fccn the ruins of a Cell, wh\cVv VxtV^iv^t^ \ft>JftR.'^v\t.- 
di(fliae monks of TincmoulU-l£fibei% 
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To fetch this good and holy man 

Our reverend hoft is gone : 
And foon, I truft,^ his pious hands 

Will join us both in one : 

Thus they in fweet and tender talk 

The lingering hours beguile : 
At length they fee the hoary fage 

Come from the neighbouring ifle. 

With pious joy and wonder mix'd 

He greets the noble pair, 
And glad confents to join their hands 

With many a fervent prayer. 

Then ftrait to Raby's diftant walls 

He kindly wends his way : 
Mean-time in love and dalliance fweet 

They fpend the livelong day. 

And now, attended by their hoft. 

The Hermitage they view'd, 
Deep-hewn within a craggy cliflF, 

And over-hung with wood. 

And near a flight of fliapely Steps, 

All, cut with niceft fkill. 
And piercing thro' a ftony Arch, 

Ran winding up the hill. 

There deck'd with many a flower and herb 
' His little Garden ftands 5 
With fruitful trees in (hady raws, 
AU planted by his hands. 



^ 
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Then^ fcoop'd within the folid rock, 

Three facred Vaults he ftiows ; 
The chief a Chapel, neatly arch'd. 

On branching columns rofc. 

Each proper ornament was there, 

That fhould a chapel grace j 
The Latice for confeffion fram'd. 

And Holy-water Vafe. 

O'er either door a facred Text 

Invites to godly fear 5 
And in a little Scutcheon hung 

The croft, and crown, and fpear. 

Up to the Altar's ample breadth 

Two eafy fteps afcend 5 
And near a glimmering folemn light 

Two well-wrought Windows lend. 

Befide the altar rofe a Tomb 

All in fhe living ftone 5 
On which a young and beai»eous Maid 

In goodly fculpture fhone, 

A kneeling Angel fairly carv'd 

Lean'd hovering o'er her breaft 5 
A weeping warrior at her feet ; 

And near to thefe her Creft.* 

C 2 The 

• This is a Bull's Head, the creft of the Widdrington 
family. All the Figures, &c. hcredckubtd^\^^\^^\^cJj5ivv\ 
only fomcwhat effaced wilh Icn^lh gl Utsi^% 
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The.cHfF, the vault, but chief the tomb^ 
Attraft the wondering pair : - 

Eager they aik,, What haplefs dame 
Lies fculptured here fo fair ^ 

The Hermit figh'd, the Hermit wept^ 
> For forrow fcarce could fpeak : 
At length he wip'd the trickling tears 
That all bedew'd his cheek : 

Alas ! my children^ human life 

Is but a vale of woe ; 
And very mournful is the talc, 

Which ye fo fain would know. 

THE HERMIT'S TALE., 

Young lord, thy grandfire had a friend 

In days of youthful fame 5 
Yon diftant hills were his domains ;, 

Sir Bertram was his name. 

Where'er the noble Percy fought 

His friend was at his fide •, 
And many a fkirmifh with the Scots- 

Their early valour try'd. 

Young Bertram lov'd a beauteous maid^ 

As fair as fair might be 5 
The dew-drop on the lily's cheek 

Was not fo fair as fhe. 



Fair 
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Fair Widdrington the m:aiden'3 name. 

Yon towers her dwelHng place 5* 
Her fire an ojd Northumbrian chief 

Devoted to thy race. 

Many a lord, and many a knight 

To this fair damfel came j 
But Bertram was her only choice ; 

For him (he felt a flame. 

Lord Percy pleaded for his friend. 

Her father foon confents ; 
None but the beauteous maid herfelf 

His wiflies now prevents. 

But fhe with ftudied fond delays 

Defers the blifsful hour 5 
And loves to try his conftancy. 

And prove her maiden power. 

That heart, (he faid, is lightly priz'd> 

Which is too lightly won ; 
And long fliall rue that eafy maid,. 

Who yields her love too foon. 

Lord Percy made a folemn feaft 

In Alnwick's princely hall ; 
And there came lords, and there came knights. 

His chiefs and barons all. 

With 

* Widdrington caftlC) is about five milca footboC 
Warkwortb, 
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With waflel, mirth, and revelry 

The caftle rung around : 
Lord Percy call'd for fong and harp^ 

And pipes of martial found. 

The Minftrels of thy noble houfe, 

All clad in robes of blue, 
With filver crefcents on their arms 

Attend in order due. 

The great atchievements of thy race 

They fung : their high command : 
" How valiant Mainfred o'er the feas 

" Firft led his northern band.* 

** Brave Galfred next to Normandy 

" With venturous Rollo came ; 
*^ And from his Norman caftles vi^on 

** Aflum'd the Percy name.f 

*^ They fung, how in the Conqueror's fleet 
" Lord William (hip'd his powers, 
• " And gain'd a fair young Saxon bride 
" With all her lands and towers, f 

'' Then 

• Sce.Dujrdale's Baronage, pag. 269, &c. 

f In Lower Normandy are three places of the name of 
9ERCY : whence the family took the furname Ds Pe « c y. 

I William pk Percv, (fifth in Defcent from Gal- 
fred, or Geffhey OE Peecy, fon of Main feed,) 
affifted in the conqueft of England, and had givea him the 
hrgt poflcflions in Yorklhire, of Emma db Poet e, (fo 
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" Then journeying to the Holy Land, 
" There bravely fought and dy'd : 

" But firft the filver Crefcent wan, 
" Some Paynim Soldan'^ pride. 

** They fung how Agnes, beauteous heir, 

** The queen's own brother wed 
" Lord JoscELiNE, fprung from Charlemagne, 

** In princely Brabant bred.* 

•* How he the Percy name revived, 

** And how his noble line 
<* Still forcmoft in their coiuitry^s caufe 

" With godlike ardour fiiine." 

Wi 



the Norman writers name her,) whofe father, a grc 
< Saxon lord, bad been flain Bghting along with Harol 
This young lady, William from a principle of bono 
and generofity, married : for having all her lands beftow( 
upon him by the Conqueror, •* he (to ufc the words oft 
«* old Whitby Chronicle) wedded hyr that was very hei 
*4 to them, in difcharging of his confcienCe." See Ha 
MSS. 99». (26.)— He died at Mountjoy near Jcrufalcm, 
the Grft Crufade- 

♦ Agnes db Percy, fole heircfs of her houfe, marrii 
JoscELiNB DE LovAiK, youngeft Ton of Godfrey Bji 
batU8,duke of Brabant, and brother of queen Adeliza, fccoi 
wife of king Henry I. He took the name of PgncY, ai 
was anceftor of the earls of North^jmberland. His Ton lo 
RccHAKD DEpjERCY was onc of the twenty-fix baroE 



/ 



\ cbofen to fee the Magna Charta duly obferved. 
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With loud acclaims the liftening crowd 

Applaud the mailers* fong, 
And deeds of arms and war became 

The theme of every tongue. 

Now high heroic afts they tell. 

Their perils paft recall : 
When, lo ! a damfel young and fair 

Step'd forward thro' the hall. 

She Bertram courteoufly addrefs'd ; 

And kneeling on her knee •, 
Sir knight, the lady of thy love 

Hath fent this gift to thee. 

Then forth fhe drew a glittering helmc 
Well-plated many a fold, 
' The cafque was wrought of tempered fteel, 
The creft of bumifh'd gold. 

Sir knight, thy lady fends thee this, 

And yields to be thy bride, 
When thou haft prov'd this maiden gift 

Where fharpeft blows are try'd. 

Young Bertram took the fhining helmc 
And thrice helcifs'd the fante : 

Tnift me, FlI prove this precious cafque 
With deeds of nobleft fame. 

Lord Percy, and his barons bold 

Then fix upon a day 
To fcour the marches, late oppreft, 
And Scottifli wrongs Tep^iy. 
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The knights aflcmblcd on the hills • - 

A thoufand horfe and more ; 
Brave Widdrington, tho' funk in years, 

The PERCY-ftandard bore, 

Tweed's limpid current foon they pafs. 

And range the borders round ; 
Down the green flopes of Tiviotdale 

Their bugle-horns refound. 

As when a lion in his den 

Hath heard the hunters' cries. 
And rufhes forth to meet his foes ; 

So did the Douglas rife. 

Attendant on their chief's command 

A thoufand warriors wait : 
And now the fatal hour drew on 

Of cruel keen debate. 

A chofen troop of Scottifli youths 

Advance before the reft ; 
liord PERdr mark'd their gallant mien. 

And thus his friend addrefs'd. 

Now, Bertram, prove thy Lady's helmc, 

Attack yon forward band ; 
Dead or alive I'll refcue thee. 

Or perifli. by their hand. 

Young Bertram bow'd, with glad aflent, 

And fpur'd his eager fteed. 
And calling on his Lady's name, 

Rufh'd forth with whirlwind (^tt^. 

1 
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As when a grove of fapling oaks 

The livid lightning rends 5. 
So fiercely 'mid the oppofing raiAs 

Sir Bertram's fword defcends- 

This way and that he drives the fte^ 1, 

And keenly pierces thro' ; 
And many a tail and comdy knight 

With furious force lie ilew. 

N#w clofing faft on every fide 
They hem Sir Bertram round ; 

But dauntlefs he repels their rage, 
And deals forth many a wound.. 

The vigour of his fingk arm 
Had well-nigh won the iieJd s 

When ponderous fell a Scoltifli d^x. 
And clove his lifted fhieJd. 

Another blovir his temples took, 
And reft his helme i^ ftwain ; 
That beauteous hehne, his Lady's gift i 
■■ His blood ^bedewed Ae piain* 

Lord Percy faw his champion fail 

Amid the unequal fight ; 
And how, my noble iriends, he faid. 

Let's, fave this, gallant ionight. 

Then ruQiing in, with ftretch'd out &ieki 

He o'er the warrior hung.; 
As fome fierce eagle fprcads her wing 

To guard her callow youn^* 
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Three times they ftrove to fcize their prey, 

Three times they quick retire : 
What force Could ftand his furious ftrokcs, 

Or meet his martial fire ? 

Now gathering round on every part 

The battle rag'd amain ; 
And many a lady wept her lord 

That hour untimely flain, 

Percy and Douglas, great in arms, # 

There all their courage fhow'd ; * 

And all the field was ftrew'd with dead. 
And all with crimfon flow'd. 

At length the glory of the day 

The Scots reluftant yield, 
And, after wonderous valour fhown, . 

They flowly quit the field. 

All pale extended on their ftiieids 

And weltering in his gore 
Lord Percy's knights their bleeding friend 

To Wark's fair caftle bore. 

Well haft thou earn'd my daughter's love ; 

Her father kindly fed \ 
And (he herfelf fliall drefs thy wouhds, 

And tend thee in thy bed. 

A meffage went, no daughter came ; 

Fair Isabel ne'er appears : 
Beihrew me, faid the aged chief, 

Young maidens have Iheir feais* 

D 2 QXxn.^'^ 
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Cheer up, my fon, thou fhalt her fee 

So foon a^ thou canft ride ; 
And ftijc fhall nurfc thee in her bowei^ 

And fhe fhall be thy bride. 

Sir Bertram, at her name revived,. 

He blefs'd the foothing found ; 
Fond hope fupplied the Nurfe's care. 

And heal'd his ghaftly wound. 

t 

«*, Wark caftle, a fortreft belonging to the Eogllfb, 
and of great note in antient timeSt ftood on the foutbern 
bank of the river Twisd» a little to the caft of Titiot* 
VALE, and not far from Kelfo. It is now eatirely deftroyed# 



The End of the Second Part.. 
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F I T THE THIRD. 

ON E early morn, while dewy drops 
Hung trembling on the tree, 
Sir Bertram from his fick-bed rofe. 
His bride he would go fee. 

A brother he had in prime of youth> 

Of courage firm and keen, 
And he would tend him oh the way 

Becaufe his wounds were green. 

All day o'er mofs and moor they rode,: 

By many a lonely tower ? 
And 'twas the dew-fall of the night 

Ere they drew near her bower. 

Moft drear and dark the caftle feem'd. 
That wont to (hine fo bright ; 

And long and loud fir Bertram caU'd 
£r€ be beheld a light. 
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At length her aged Nurfe arofe 

With voice fo fhrill and elear : 
What wight is this, that calls fo loud, . 
' And .knocks fo boWly here ? 

'Tis Bertram calls, thy Lady's love, 

Come from his bed of £are : 
An day I've ridden o'er moor and mofs . 

To fee thy Lady fair. 

Now out alas ! ((he loudly fliriek'd) 

Alas ! how miy this be ? 
For fix long days are gone and paft 

Since (he fet out to thee. ' 

Sad terror feiz'd fir Bertram's heart. 

And ready was he to fall 5 
When now the draw-bridge was let down, . 

And gates were opeii'd all. 

Six days, youhg knight, are paft and gone. 

Since (he fet out to thee 5 
And fure if no fad harm had hap'd 

Long fince thou wouldft her fee. 

For when (hfe heard thy grievous chance 

She tore her hair, and cried, 
Alas ! I've flaih the*comeIieft knight,; 

All thro' my folly and pride ! 

And now to atone for my fad fault, 

And his dear health regain, 
I'll go myfelf, and nurfe my love, 
^ And footh hid bed of pam. 
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Then mounted flie her milk-white fteed 

One morn at break of day ; 
And two tall yeomen went with her 

To guard her on the way. 

Sad terror fmofe fir Bertram's heart. 
And grief o'erwhelm'd his mind : 
- Truft me, faid he, X ne'er will reft 
'jrilllthyLadyfind- 

. That, night he fpent in forrow and care \ 

And with fad boding heart 
.Or ever the dawning of the day 

His brother and he depart. 

Now, brother, we'll our W5iys divide. 
O'er Scottiih hills to raqge : 

Do thou go north, and I'll go weft ; 
And ail our drefs we'll change. 

Some Scottifli cai-le hath fei?:ed my love, 

And borne her to his den; 
And ne'er will I tread Englifli ground 

Till fhe is reftored agen. 

. The brothers ftrait their paths divide. 
O'er Scottifh hills to range ; 
And hide themfelves in queint difguife. 
And oft their drefs they change. 

Sir Bertram clad in gown <^ gray, 

Moft like a Palmer poor. 
To halls and caftJes wanders rouivdj 
And begs from door to dooi. 
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Sometimes a Minftrers garb he wears. 
With pipes fo fweet and (hrill ; 

And wends to every tower and town ; 
O'er every dale and hill. 

One day as he fate under a thorn 

All funk in deep defpair. 
An aged Pilgrim pafs'd him by, 

Who mark'd his face of care. 

All Minftrds yet that ever I faw. 

Are full of game and glee : 
But thou art fad and woe-begone \ 

I marvel whence it be ! 

Father, I ferve an aged Lord, 
Whofe grief afflids my mind ; 

His only child is ftoFn away. 
And fain I would her find. 

Cheer up, my fon ; perchance, (he faid) 

Some tidings I may bear : 
For oft when human hopes have fail'd. 

Then heavenly comfort's near. 

Behind yon hills fo fteep and high, 

Down in a lowly glen, 
There (lands a cattle fair and ftrong. 

Far from th' abode of men. 

As late I chanc'd to crave an alms 

About this evening hour, 
Me-thought I heard a Lady's voice 

Lamenting in the tower. 
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And when I afk'd, what harm had hap'd. 

What Lady (ick there lay ? 
They rudely drove me from the gate. 

And bade me wend away. 

Thefe tidings caught fir Bertram's ear. 

He thank'd him for his tale 5 
And foon he hafted o'er the hills. 

And foon he reach'd the vale. 

Then drawing near thofe lonely towers, 

Which flood in dale fo low, 
And fitting down befide the gate. 

His pipes he 'gan to blow. 

Sir Porter, is thy lord at home 

To hear a Minftrel's fong ? 
Or may I crave a lodging here. 

Without offence or wrong ; 

My Lord, he faid, is not at home 

To hear a Minftrel's fong : 
, And fliould J lend thee lodging here. 

My life would not be long. 

He play'd again fo foft a ftrain. 

Such power fwcet founds impart. 
He won the churlifli Porter's ear. 

And moved his ftubborn heart. 

Minftrel, he Taid, thou play'ft fo fwect, 

Fair entrance thou fhould'ft win j 
But, alas, I am fworn upon the rood 

To let no ftrangcr in. 
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Yet, Miaftrel, in yon rifing cliff 
Thou'lt find a flieltering cave ; 

And here thou (halt my fuppe4r fharcj 
And there thy lodging have. 

All day he fits befide the gate, 

.And pipes both loud and clear; 
All night he watches round the wall|. 
In hopes his love to hear. 

The firft night, as he filcnt watch'd, 
All at the midnight hour, T 

He plainly heard his Lady's voice 
Lamenting in the tower. 

The fecond night the moon (hone clear> 

And gilt the fpangkd dew ; 
He faw his Lady thro' the grate. 

But 'twas a trjinfient view. 

' The third night wearied out he fiept 

'Till near the morning tide ; 
When ftarting up, he fciz'd his fword. 
And to the caftle hy'd. 

When, lo ! he faw a ladder of ropes 

Depending from the wall ; 
And o'er the mote was newly laid 

A poplar ftrong and tall. 

And foon he faw his love defcend 

Wrapt in a Tartan plaid j 
Affiftcd by a fturdy youth 
* In iJghland garb y-clad. 
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Amaz'd, co&founded at the fight, 

He lay unfeen and. ft ill : 
And foon he faw them crofs the ftrcam, 

And mount the neighbouring hill. 

Unheard, unknown of all within, 

The youthful couple fly. 
But what can 'fcape the lover's ken ? 

Or fliun his piercing eye ? 

With filent ftep he follows clofc 

Behind the flying pair, 
And faw her hang upon his arm 

With fond familiar air. 

Thanks, gentle youth, flie often faid ; 

My thanks thou well haft won : 
For -me what wiles haft thou contrived ? 

For me what dangers run ? 

And ever (hall my grateful heart 

Thy fervices repay :- 

Sir Bertram would no further hear, 

But cried. Vile traitor, ftay ! 

Vile traitor I yield that Lady up ! 
♦ And quick his fword he drew. 
The ftranger turn'd in fudden rage. 
And at Sir Bertram flew. 

With mortal hate their vigorous arms 

Gave many a vengeful blow : 
But Bertram's ftronger hand pit\^\V'i^ 
Ai2d hid the ftranger low* 
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Die, traitor, die, !—— A deadly thruft 

Attends each furious word. 
Ah ! then fair Ifabel knew his voice. 

And rufli'd beneath his fword. 

O ftop, (he cried, O Hop thy arm ! 

Thou doft thy brother flay ! — - 
And here the Hermit paus'd, and weptt 

His tongue no more could fay. 

At length he cried, Ye lovely pair. 
How (hall I tell the reft ? 

Ere I could ftop my piercing fword. 
It fell, and ijab'd her breaft. 

Wert thou thyfelf that haplefs youth ? 

Ah ! cru^l fate ! they faid. 
The Hermit wept, and fo did they : . 

They figh'd ; he hung his head. 

blind and jealous rage, he cried, 
•What evils from thee flow ? 

The Hermit paus'd ; they filent mottrn'd ; 
He wept, and they were woe. 

Ah ! when I heard my brother's name. 
And faw my hdy bleed, 

1 ravM, I wept, I curft my arm. 

That wrought the fatal deed. 

In vain I clafp'd her to my breaft. 
And clos'd the ghaftly wound : 
In vain I prefs'd his bleeding corpfe, 
And^rah'd it from tte giouad* 
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He quickly forpiM this brave defign 

To fet me captive free ; 
And on the moor his horfes wait 

Ty'd to a neighbouring tree. 

Then hafte, my love, efcape away. 
And for thyfelf provide j 

And fom^times fondly think on her. 
Who fhould have been thy bride. 

Thus pouring comfort on my foul 
Even with her lateft breadi, 

She gave one parting fond embrace, 
And clos'd her eyes in death. 

In wild amaze, in fpeechlefs woe. 

Devoid of fenfe I lay : 
Then fudden all in frantic mood 

I meant myfelf to flay : 

And riCng up in furious hafte 
I feiz'd the bloody brand : * 

A fturdy arm here interpos'd. 
And wrench'd it from my hand. 

A crowd, that from the caftle came. 
Had mifs'd their lovely ward 5 

And feizing me to prifon bare. 
And deep in dungeon barr'd. 

It chanc'd that on that very mom 
Their chief was prifoner ta'cn : 

Lord Percy had us foon exchang'd> 
And ftrovc to foothe my pain. 

^ i« c. Svroid. 
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And foon thofc honoured dear remains 

To England were convey'd ; 
And there within their filent tombs, 

With holy rites were laid. 

For me, I loath'd my wretched life. 
And long to end it thought ; 

Till time, and books, and holy men 
Had better counfels taught. 

They rais-d my heart to that pure fourcc. 
Whence heavenly comfort flows : 

They taught me to defpife the world, 
And calmly .bear its woes. 

No more the flave of human pride. 
Vain hope, and fordid care ; 

I meekly vowed to fpend my life 
In penitence and prayer. 

The bold Sir Bertram now no more. 

Impetuous, haughty, wild; 
. But poor and humble Benedict, 

Now lowly, patient, mild : 

My lands I gave to feed the poor, 

And facrjed altars raife ; 
And here a lonely Anchorete 

I came to end my days. 

This fweet fequeftcred vale I chofe, 
Thefe rocks, and hanging grove ; 

For oft befide that murmuring fticum 
M/ Jove w^s wont to ioyc* 
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My noble Friend approved my choice:; 

This bleft retreat he gave : 
And here I carv'd her beauteous form, 

And fcoop'd this holy cave. 

Full fifty winters,- all forlorn, 
My life Fve lingered here 5 

And daily o'er this fculptured faint 
I drop the penfive tear. 

And thou, dear brother of my heart. 

So faithful and fo true, 
The fad remembrance of thy fate 

Still makes my bofom rue ! 

Yet not unpitied pafs'd my life, 

Forfaken, or forgot, 
The Percy and his noble Sons 

Would grace my lowly cot. 

Oft the great Earl from toils of ftate. 

And dumbrous pomp of power. 
Would gladly feeJc my little cell 

- To fpend the tranquil hour. 

But length of life is length of woe, 
. I liv'd to mourn his fall : 
I liv'd to mourn his godlike Sons, 
And friends and followers all. 

But thou the honours of thy race, 
Lov'd youth, fhalt now reftore ; 
Jind. ra'jfe again the Percy name 

- J^ore glorious than bef oie^ 
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He ccas'd, and on the lovely pair 

His choiceft bleflings laid : 
While they with thanks and pitying tears 

Mis mournful tale repaid. 

And now what prefent courfe to take 

They afk the good old fire : 
And guided by his fage advice 

To Scotland they retire. 

Mean-time their fuit fuch favour found 

At R^^by's {lately hall, 
•Earl Neville and his princely Spoufe 

Now gladly pardon all. 

She fuppliant at her * Nephew's throne 
. The ibyal grace implor'd : 
To all the honours of his race 
The Percy was reftor'd* 

The youthful Earl ftili more and more 

Admir'd his beauteous dame : 
?^iNE noble Sons to him flie bore, 

All worthy of their name. 

* King Henry V. Anno 1414* 
The End of the Ballad. 



^ ^% The account given in the foregoing ballad of young 
Per c T, the fon of Hon pur, is coafirmcd by the following 
Extras from as old Chronicle formerly belonging to Whit- 
by Abbey. 
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** Henry Perct, the fon of Sir Henry Percy^ 
*^ flayne at Shrewefbury, and of Elizabeth, the 
" daughtfer of the Erie of Marche, after the death 
*^ of h^s Father and Grauntfyre, was exiled into 
^* Scotland * jn the time of king Hetry the Fourth : 
" but in the time of. king Henry the Fifth, by the 
' ** labour of Johanne the countes of .Weftmerlan(J» 
" (whofe daughter ALLANOR.be had luedded in 
^ coming into England y) he recovered the king's 
** grace, arfd the countye of Northumberland, fo 
•* was the fecond Erie of Northumberland. 

" And of this Allanor his wife, he begatc IX 
** Sonnes, and III Daughters, whbfe names be 
" JoHANNEj^that is burried at Whytbye : Thomas^ 
** lord Egremont : Katharyne Gray of Rythyn : 
** Sir Raffe Percy :• William Percy, a* Bifhopp: 
•* Richard Percy: John, that- dyed without 
** Issue : (aaother John, called by Vincent f *Jo- 
*^ hanne*s. Percy ferjior de Warkworth' :) George 
** PercV, Clerk : , Henry that dyed without 

" Issue*: Anne " (befidcs the cldcft . fon and 

fucceflpr here omitted, bccaufe he comes in be- 
low, viz.) 

" Henry Percy, the third Eric of. North- 

" UMBERLAND."** 

■ Vid. Harl. MSS. No. 69a. (a6.) in the Britiih Mufeum. 

* i. e. remained an Exile in Scotland during the Reign o^ 
king Henry IV. In Scotia exulavit tempre Henrici quarti* 
Lat. MS. penes Due. North. 

' / Sec AlsjCrcat Baronag, No^ *t». lu V.\xt "Hxt^X^^ <i\£i<;^% 



P'O S T S CR I P T. 

IT win perhaps gratify the curious Reader to be 
informed, that from a word cr two formerly 
legible over one of the Chapel Doors, it is believed 
that the Text there infcribed was that I^atin verfe 
of the Pfalmift,* which is in our Tranflation, 

My Tears have been my meat day and night. 

It is alfo ' certain, that the memory of tlie firfl 
Hermit was held in fuch regard and veneration by 
• the Percy Family ; that they afterwards maintain- 
ed a Chantry Prieft, to re{ide.in the Hermitage, and 
celebrate Mafs in the Chapel: whofc allowance, 
uncommonly liberal and munificent, was continued 
down to the Diflblution of the Monafteries-, and 
then the whole Salary, together with the Hermi- 
tage and all its dependencies, reverted back fo the 
Family, having never been endowed in mortmain. 
On this account we have no Record, which fixes 
the date of the Foundation, or gives any particular 
account of the firft Hermit ; but the following lu- 
ftrument will fhcw the liberal Exhibition afibrdei 
to his Succeflbrs. It is the Patent granted to t)ie 
laft Hermit in 1532, and is copied from an anci^ivt 
MS. book of Grants, &c. of the Vlth Earl of 
Northumberland, in Henry the Vlllths time, f 

F 2 SIR 

* Pfif. xJii. S' t Ciaffcd, i. 1. "^ci. \. \^'^^\ "5ii^^ 
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SIR GEORGE LANCASTRE PATENT 
OF XX MERKS BY YERE. 

" Henry Erie of Northumberland, &c. Knowi 
** youe that I the faid Erie, in confideration of the 
*' diligent and thankfull fervice, that my wcUbc- 
** loved Chaplen fir George Lancastre hath don 
** unto me the faid Erie, and alfo for the goode 
•* and vertus difpofition that I do perceive in him r 
** And for that he {hall have in his daily recom- 
" mendation and praiers the good eftfite of all fuche 
** noble Blode and other Perfonages, as be now 
** levynge ; And the Soules of fuch noble Blode. 
" as be departed to the mercy of God owtc of this, 
** prefent lyve, Whos Names are conteyned and 
*^ wrettyn in a Table upon perchment figned witk 
** thandc of me the faid Erie, and delivered to the 
" cuftodie and keapynge of the faid fir George 
" Lancafter : And further, that he (hall kepe and 
** faye his devyn fervice in celehratyng and doynge 
'* MafTe of Requiem every weke accordinge as it is 
** written and fet furth in the faide Table : Have 
** gcven and graunted, and by thefe prefents do 
** gyve and graunte unto the faid fir George, myn 
*' Army TAGE belded in a Rock of ftone within 
** my Parke of Warkworth in the Countie of 
*^ Northumbreland in the honour of the bleiTed 
*' Trynete^ With a ycrly Stipendc of twenty Merks . 
" by yer,* from the feeft of feint Michell thar- 
" cbaungell laft pall afoie the d^ilc bexoC ^etl^ 

This would be equal to £ loo p« W^^^/^^^' "^^^ 
bronicoa Pretiofum. 
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<« duryng the naturdll lyve of the faid fir George : 

*« And alfo I the faid Erie have geven and graunted, 

«* and by thefe Prefents do gyve, and graunte unto 

«« the faid fir George Lancafler, the occupation .of 

•« one litle Grefground of myn called Cony-garth 

** nygh adjoynynge the faid Harmytagc, only to 

** his only ufe and proufit wvnter and fumer du- 

*^ ryngc the faid terme -, The Garden and Orte-. 

** yarde belongyng the faid Armytage 5 The Gate "^ 

•^ and Pafture of Twelf Kye and a Bull, with 

*' their Calves fuking*, And two Horfes goying 

*^ and beyng within my faid Parke of Warkworth 

^* wynter and fomer ; One Draught of Fisihe every 

*^ Sondaie in the yere to be drawen fornenftf the 

** faid Armytage, called The Trynete Draught j 

*' And Twenty I<ods of Fyrewode to be taken of 

•* my Wodds called Shilbotell Wode, duryng the 

** faid term. The faid Stipend of xx Merks by 

** yer to be taken and perceived^ yerly of the rent 

** and ferme of my Fisfhyng of Warkworth, by 

** thands of the Fermour or Fermours of the fame 

** for the tyme beynge yerly at the times ther ufed 

*^ and accuftomed by evyn 

" Portions. In wytnes Allowe m recompcnfc 
" whereof to thes my Let- herof yerly x^i § 
" ters Patentes I the faid Rich.erd Rychc. 
*^ Erie have fet the Scale 
•* of myn Armes : Yeven undre my Signet at my 

• /. e. Going : from the verb. To Gac. \ Ot ^^x^-^^t^N^"* 
/. r, oppofit^. ^ ^x. MS. § So tV\c MS. T\\t ^a^«. ^^ 
Richard Rych iras ChanccUor of lYit ll^>tvcl^xl^^^^'^^^^'^ 
^upprcfT.Qa of tbc M;jiiaftcrica, 
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** CaftcU of Warkworth, the third daye of Decern- 
. ** her, in the xxiiith Yer of the Reigne of our 
** Sovereyn Lorde kyng Henry the eight." 

On the Diflblution of the Monafteries, the above 
Patent was produced before the Court of Augmen- 
tation in Michaelmas-Term, 20 Oft. A. 29. Hen. 
VIII. when the fame was allowed by. the Chancellor 
and Councel of the faid Court, and all the profit's 
confirmed to the incumbent Sir George Lancafter ; 
Ercepting that in compenfation for the annual 
Stipend of Twenty Marks, he was to receive a 
Stipend of Ten "Marks, and to have a free Chapet 
called The Rood Chapel, and the Hofpital of St 
Leonard, within the Barony of Wigdon, in the 
County of Cumberland. 

After the perufal of the above Patent it will 
pcrhaps^ be needlefs to caution the Reader againfl 
a Miftake, fome haye fallen into ; of confounding 
this Hermitage near Warkworth, with a Chantry 
founded within the town itfelf, by Nicholas dc 
Farnham, bifhop of Durham, in the reign of 
Henry III. who appropriated the Church of.Bran- 
kcfton for the maintenance tliere of two Benedic-^ 
tine Monks from Durham.* That fmall monallic 
foundation is indeed called a cell by biihop Tan- 
ner :f but he mud be very ignorant, who fuppofes 
that by the word cei L is necefTariiy to be under- 

ftood' 
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ftood a Hermitage j whereas it was commonly ap- 
plied to any fmall conventual dtablifhrnent^ which 
was dependant on another. 

As for the Chapel belonging to this endowment 
of biihop Farnham,: it Is mentioned as in ruins in 
feveral old Surveys of Queen Elizabetli's time; 
and its fcite, not far from Warkworth ChurcK, is 
ftill remembered. But that there was never more 
than ONE Prieft maintained, at one and the fame 
time, within the Hermitage, is plaifily proved (if 
any further proof be wanting) by the following Ex- 
traft from a Survey of Warkworth, made in die 
Year. 1567.* viz. 

" ThcV is in the Parke (fc. of Warkworth) alfo 
' " one Howfe hewyn within one Cragge, which is 
" called the Hermitage Chapel: In the fame 
" ther haith bene one Priest keaped, which did 
^* fuch gedlye Services as that tyme was ufed and 
^ celebrated. The MantionHoufe (fc, the. fmall 
** building adjoining to the Gragg) ys nowe in 
" dccaye : the Clofes that apperteined to the faid 
** Chantrift is occupied to his Lordfliip's ufe." 

* Bj Geo. ClarkfoD, MS. peocs Puc Northt 



VERSES fent'io his Lady by the Rev. Mr Bi 



I. With the Present 6f a Knife. 

A Knife, dear girl, cuts love they fay ; 
Mere modifli love perhaps it may ; 
For any tool of any kind 
Can feparate what was never join'd. 
.The knife that cuts our love in two, 
/Will have much tougher work to do ; 
Mull your foftnefs, worth and fpirit 
Down to the vulgar fize of merit j 
To level yours.with modern tafte, 
•Muft cut a world of fenfe to wafte ; 
And from your fingle beauty's ftorc 
Clip what would dizen oiit a fcore. 
The felf fame blade from me muft fcv^cr 
Senfation, judgement, fight, forever j 
All memory of endearments part, 
All hope of comforts long to laft ; 
All that makes fourteen years with you 
A fummer, and a fliort one too j 
All that affeftion feels or fears. 
When hours without you, feem like years. 
Till that be done, — and Fd as foon 
Believe this knife will chip the moon, 
Accept this prefent, uftdeterr'd, 
And leave their proverbs to the litiA* 



I 
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Vf R6CS SENT TO A LADY'i '4 

if in a knife,— delkiott^ treat : 
Your Hps acknowledge the receipt^ 
liove fond of fuch fubftantial fare. 
And proud to play the glutton tlicrc. 
All thoughts of cutting we'll difdain, » 
Save only cut and come again. 

#><xx><xk><x><><xx>c><>oc<x><x><x>^^ 

11. With a Ring. 

fNever PubUJhed before.) 

^^ ripHEE, Mary, with this Ring I wed,* 

1 So fixteen years ago I faid. — 
Behold another Ring ! for what ? 
To wed thee o'er again ! Why not ? 
"With.tiiat firft Ring I married youth, 
Gra^e, beauty, innocence, and truth ; 
Tafte long admired, fenfe long rever'd 
And all my Molly, that appeared. 

If (he by iherit fmce diCclos'd 
Prove twice the woman I fuppos'dj 
I plead that doubled merit now 
To juftify a double vow» 

Here then to day, — ^with faith as furc, 
With ardor as intcnfe, and pure, 
As when amidft the rites divine, 
I took ^y troth and plighted mine. 
To thee fweet girf, my fecond Rvci^^ 
A /oircij and a pledge I brinj;. 
G 



*' T ./till death »«P«*' 

V^Uhthlslwed^^ heart, 
Thy riPf^"^"Xh before untrrd. , 
Thofc virtues wmc ^^^^ . 

T^-«^^r^htfc^'ogreffiv-^^^^' 
Thofevirtucs.^^ ^ ^»^e, 

. Endearing v^e^locW; J approves. 

My foul enjoys, JfJ ^ ^ as lovc s. 

^I confeience fake, *' v^^ur/by >our. 

And te^ch me aU ^\^^^^^,^o^iO^<x^oo^ 

111. VTlTtt AX 

• .fe-andaUmuftgrapt 

T^^A^rfetrm-n confidante, 

^Ktv«fof^'tSd^ . 

Vniom long. ^^^ forever fee. 
IWe fcen, ^^'^.'Jaefcribe the dame, 
But hear me firf\^;^ ^ui let you,^bhrne, 
Then.-ify°5^^^"t forty, more 



VERSB^ SftNT TO A. LA^Y, 5I 

Seen her with. equal pow'r and eafc. 
Draw right to rule from will to pleafe^ 
Seen in her modeft manner join'd 
The juft, the graceful, and the kind. 
Seen her fo frankly give, and fparc 
At once with fo difcreet a care, 
As if her fenfe, and hers alone 
Could limit bounty like her own. 
Seen her, in fimple nature's guife 
Above arts, airs, and fafhions rife, 
And when her peers fhe had furpaft, . 
Improve upon herfelf at laft, 
Seen her in fuch extent of merit, 
In form, tafte, judgement, temper, fpirit 
So perfed, that till heaven remove her, 
I muft admire her, court her, love her. 
Molly, I fpeakthe thing I mean, 
So rare a woman have I feen ! 
And fend this honeft glafs,* that you 
Whene'er you pleaie, may fee her too. 

IV. With an Orange Bergamot Snuff Bor. 
(Never Publsjhed befan.) 

Dear Mary. Jan. i, 1780. 

AN hufband, as in duty bound, 
PrefentsC what an admirer found. 
Pray ftart not when you lift the lid : 
The pprtrait's ia the fnufF-box l\\d* 

G 2 t^^^ 
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Aye Mary — and myfelf alone 
Can boail tb' original his own* 
By nature's early cunning wrought. 
That box no fecond poliih fought ; 
Such in this form as on the bough, 

, Plain orange then, plain orange rtow#. 
•Strong outline of a certain dame, 
Whofe tafte from native judgement came ; 
To whom mere genius gives a ftile 
Which fafliion ne'er could mend, or fpoil.^ 
Your boxes, of more modern make. 
From various fources value take. 
An artift's name and hum'rift's whim. 
The curious liinge, the coftly rim; 
But all in this agree, they bear 
No perfume, till you place it there. 
While modeft orange here augments 
From its own ftore the richeft. fcents, 
A niiniature exaft and true 
Of — why not fpeak at once ?— of you ! . 
Whofe manner in each part you fill. 
Makes pleafure's felf more pleafing ftill t 
This orange, in fome former hour, 
Had like mod oranges^ its four*, 
But foon that acid fount was drain'd 
And endlefs fragrancy remained. ^ 
So in the wonder I admire. 
If pregnant fenle, perchance infpire 
A little jcft a little tart, 

, ^Ijs from the f aacy, not the heart ; 
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Taney, whofe four 2 moment quells, 
A heart, where fwcctnefs ever dwells. 
And is not then the pifture like ? 
And does not every feature ftrikc ? 
Tes^— ^nd the world would own it tooj. 
If what I've feen the world could view ; 
I, who, with this poor gift, and lay, 
Salute the eighteenth wedding day ; 
And, cent'ring in one friend and guide 
My joys excefs, my reafon's pride. 
Would for increafing love engage y 
Were every year to come, an age. 

#>0<XXX><XX><X5<X>C><XX>0<><XX>C<>^^ 

V. With a Collar, and Pearl Buckle. 
fHrvcr Publtjh^d before. J 

Jan., I, 1781. 

THE day was fpent, the year was clos'd,. 
Befide his forge tir'd labour doz'd. 
A golden buckle meant to deck, 
At morn's return, my Mary's neck- 
Tribute mere juftice long'd to pay — 
Half finiih'd on his anvil lay. 
Benighted— ^how it matters not,— 
Love, truth, and time approach'd the fpot ; 
They faw th' imperfe£t frame, they knew 
Where,, and from whom, and when 'twas due^ 
♦ What pity ? things fliould thus ftand ftill, 
Tiii /on duU drudge hftth fleift\v\^ ^\ 
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1^ YERSEE SENT TO A LADT. 

* Suppofef,*, the three companions cried^ 

* Ourfelves our joint exertions tried.* 
The projeft pleas'd j fo faid, fo done ; 
And each his feveral tafk begun. 

For bloom, that heavens own painting fhow 

For features^ where high feeling glows, 

For looks, that, more than language fpeak, 

For fweetnefs, dimpling humour's che<ek. 

For dignity by neatnefs dreft, 

Where ftill whatever is, is beft 5 

For pow'rs thaj call the captive eye ' 

From all nymphs elfe, when flie is by j 

Yet makes us, when flie is not near, 

Ev'n for Rer fake the fex revere ; 

For foftnefs, and for ftrength of mind, - 

Senfe ripe, though rapid, keen, tho' kind j 

For lib'ral purpofe, and prompt (kill 

That lib'ral purpbfe to fulfil j- 

For friendly zeal's afpiring blaze 5 , 

For gen'rous joy in honed praife ; 

For fympathy, that would poftponc 

No human forrows, but her own j 

For all that can exalt, through life, 

The woman, or endear the wife ; 

Love, whofe quickfight no fafts evade, . 

A fep'rate pearl in order laid. 

Truth, pearl by pearl exaftly told. 

Arranged them on the circling gold, 

Announced their weight from firft to laft. 

And kt them clofe^ and clinch'd them faft. 



ON kE4DlHG THE SORROWS OF WJCRTXR ^g 

Time o*er the whole a polifli. threw. 
Which brighter ftill and brighter grew. 

The work.foon wrought with equal hafte^ 
The workmearomthis collar plac'd; 
Then bade the fondeft huiband bear 
The profent to"the worthteft fair. 
Bade him falute in cordial lay 
Her natal, and her bridal day ; 
And his own .fufirage to approve. 
Appeal to time, and truth, and love. 

^ •xx>c><>c><x><>c<>o<xxx>o<>c>oo<x>^^ 

Ort SeaJir^^th^ Sorrows .0/ Werter, 
^Bj an elderly. Lady J 

THY fclfwroughtibrrows,Werter, while I view 
Why falls not o'er the Page foft pity's dew ? 
Is there no tear for diy. unhappy lot ? 
Is tendemefs no more ■ and love forgot ? 
ChiUM is my breaft by fifty winters Snow ? 
And dead the touch of fympathetick woe ? 
No ! o'er this bofom fifty winters old 
Love, wedded Love, ftill points his ihafts of goldj 
Still waves his purple wings and o'er my urn 
With byighteft rays his conftant.lamp fliall bum j 
Not fuch thy torch of Love— in angry mood 
By Furies lighted, and put out in Blood, 
From the black deed affrighted Pity flew. 
And Honor ftopt the tear compaflion drew. 
While hoih tij gloomy Page I kuitv tci Vwrw 
Tb^t virtuous tears alone, fox nnuou^ioxxwi^^o^* 



'*"*^ ' Philosopher^ 

'a bright .■>»'•»' ^^t.thc«h, 
And half """" , „uiM «»«»«• 



, THE IKDIAH PHILOSOPHER. ^j 

^* But fliapM in twice ten thoufand frames ; 
*^ Thence differing fouls, of ditF'ring names, 

" And jarring tempefts rofe. 
^* The mighty Power, that form'd the mind, 
" One mould for every two defign'd, * 

** And blefs'd the new-born pair : 
« This be a match for this :" (he faid :) 
" Then down he fent the fouls he made, 

** To feek them bodies here : 
** But, parting from their warm abode, 
" They loll their fellows on the road, 

" And never join'd their hands : 
** Ah ! cruel chance and croffing fates ! 
** Our eaftern fouls have dropp'd their mates 

'* On Europe's barbarous lands. 
" Happy the youth that finds the bride 
" Whofe birth is to his own ally'd, 

« Thefweeteft joy of life : 
** But, oh ! the crowds of wretched fouls 
** Fetter'd to minds of different moulds, 

" And chain'd t* eternal ftrife !" 
Thus fang the wond'rous Indian bard ; 
My foul with vaft attention heard. 

While Ganges ceas'd to flow : 
" Sure, then, (I cry'd) might I but fee 
** That gentle nymph that twinn'd with me, 

** I may be happy too. 
« Some courteous angel tell me where, 
^" What diftant lands this unklV0^tiiiix> 

i^Or</ifl3atica3 detain? _ 



5* THE LAWTE1.*S FHilTElt. 

" S-B-ifr zs tic wheel of nircrt loHs 
" And wt^x iije ^orfal ciain."* 



The Lis-TL^'s PxATEE. jiFtagmtnt^ 

ORDAIVD ID ncad the dioroT groondy 
Where few, I fear, arc found ; 
Wine, be the confcicncc roid of blame ; 
The upright heart ; the fpotlefs name ; 
The tribute of the widow's prayer ; 
The righted orphan's gratefiil tear ! 
To virtue, and her friends, a friend ; 
Still may my voice the weak defend ! 
Ne'er may my proftituted tongue 
Protect th' opprefTor in his wrong; 
Nor wrcft the fpirit of the laws. 
To fanftify the villain's canfe ! 
IjCt others, with unfparing hand, 
Scatter their poifon through the land ; 
Enflame diiTention, kindle ftrifc ; 
And ftrew with ills the path of life ; 
On fuch, htr gifts let fortune ihower 
Add wealth to wealth, and power to power: 
On me, may favouring heaven beftow. 
That peace, which good men only know. 
The joy of joys, by few pofTefs'd, 
The eternal funfhine of the breaft ! 
Power, fame, and riches, I refign— 
The praife of honefty be mine ; 
That friends may weep, die vjox\!ti^ ^>^\ 
AndjfjQor men Weft nxe yV^^^ '^^^^^ 
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UNHAPPY man, thro' life's fucceffive years. 
From youth to age, fay how thy reafon errs ; 
Still prone to weep thy miferies below, 
R^gardlefs of the fource from whence they flow ; 
On Nature charging, and her perfeft laws, 
Thofe ills thy follies, or thy vices caufe. 

But know thou this. Nature, to all a friend, 
Dire£i:s each being to its proper end j 
To happinefs points out the certain road — 
To follow Nature, as to follow God. 

. fire Time had birth, of the fun's radiant light 
Diffolv'd the reign of Chaos and old Night, 
Nature unform'd, in rude diforder lay, 
And held in anarchy a lawlefs fway. 

But God commands — all civil difcords ceafe. 
And warring elements unite in peace ; 
Syftems in Order ftrait begin to roll. 
And friendly parts compofe one beauteous whole. 

To Nature thus th' Eternal Mover faid, 
«« Thro' all my works be Order's laws obey'd ) 
*< Order decreed the certain path to blifs, 
** None e'er fhall err, who ftriclly move by this.'* 

Look then around, the univerfe farvey. 
And follow Nature, as fhe leads the way j 
To yonder ample arch dire£t tlun^i ^>fe^ 
And view the perfect Order of tl\c tvV, 

H 2 ^^-^ 
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Fix'd In his orb, fee with refulgent ray. 
The conftant fun Jights up the genial day ; 
While fhining worlds melodioufly advance, . • 

And form around the planetary dance. 

See the pale moon adorn'd with borrowed ligb^ 
More faintly gilds the dulky fhades of night ; 
In bright array, fhe leads her ftarry train, 
Obeys the earth, and guides the fwelling maln^ - 

Her ftarry train, by thcJTame rule confin'd, 
Obfequious wait, nor leave the queen behind ; 
But all in perfedJ: harmony confpire, 
To move as Order and its laws require. 

Toearthdefcend—feemountains, woods, and vales,. 
The mirrm'ring waters, and the whifp'ring gales; 
Whatever wings the lovely realms of Day, 
Ijives on the land, or fwims along the fea t 
In Order all purfue the ends defign'd. 
Proportioned to their ftation, and their kind* 

Rains feed the earth *, nor does the earth deny 
To fend 'em back in vapours to the flcy 5 
Seas fill the fprings —the fprings again repay 
Their grateful tribute to the flowing fea. 

Night follows day — feafons the year divide, 
* Twixt Winter's nakednefs, and Summer's pride ; 
And flowers and fruits, (the fummer's rich fupply) 
Rife, bloom, and flourifh, — ficken, fade, and die. 

Without contronly unerring luftmQ: teigns, 
And fee, each brute the gen'ral Uvr ttvivivtaim •, 
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Unchanging verge* to the dcftin*d goal, 
True as the needle trembles to the pole. 

But Manj the fport of ev'ry paflion made,,. 
By all carefs'd, and yet by all betray'd ; 
From Order's flow'ry path perverfely ftrays. 
And wandets on in Error's crooked maze ; 
And, fpite of Nature, arid in Reafon's fpight, 
Purfues w:rong meafures, and ncgjefts the right* 

But mark how, rifing from this fatal fource. 
Vice pours along, refiftlefs in its courfe ; 
And, like fome raging flood, without controul. 
Heaps woes on woes, a^d deluges the foul. 

Hence Love and Hate, in wild diforder join'd, 
Difturb his reafon, and diftradl: his mind ; 
Delufive Hope,^ and more delufive Fear, 
Now raife him up, now fink him in defpair. 

Hence Anger burns, and pale Dejedlion chills^ 
Envy torments, and pining Sorrow kills ; 
And every paiTion in its turn deftroys 
Some, prefcnt blifs, or leflens future joys. 

From hence Excefs, parent of Sloth and Eafe, 
Calls forth the lurking feeds of each difeafe ; 
And Death, grim tyrant ! haftens on his pace, 
To^ (horten half the date of human race. 

Hence injur'd Innocence oppreflion feels. 
And Perfecution threatens whips and wheels ; 
And Juilice mourns, depre(s'd\)>j ^e\\\rf ^ \.^^^Y 
A prey to Malice, and a fcom to 1^oo\%. 
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Hence War with thoufands heaps the fanguine: 
plain. 
And Liberty deplores a Tyrant's reign ; 
In guilty ftate thus conquering Csefar rode, 
And dftnch'd Pharfalia's field with Roman blood ',. 
Thus Philip's fon ran m^d with martial pride, 
And Nero, once a faint, turn'd parricide. 

A favage life our ruftic fathers led, 
Acorns their food,, and mother Earth their bed ; 
Rough in their habit, in their manners rude, 
A lawlefs, cruel, and ignoble crowd. 

But Order rofe, the beauteous child of Jove, 
Parent of Pleafure, Harmony, and Love ; 
Smiling (he rofe, and Difcord took it's flight, y. 
The favages grew mild, fhe rude polite j > 

Thus fpetlres vanifh at th' approach of light. Jl 

Then Peace triumphant wav'd her olive wand> 
And chearful Plenty crown'd each happy land ; 
Then laws were made to curb unruly Might, 
And Juftic^ held th' impartial fcales of Right. 

The nuptial torch then firfl; began to flame. 
And blended Int'reft pointed at one aim ; 
Hence fprung the tender fecial ties of life, 
Friend, Father, Brother, Hufband, Child, and Wife. 
Then towns were built, and mutual leagues were • 
made, ") 

And flates were form'd by Order's pow'rful aid, q 
And man forfook the cave, and {y[\szxi Q\;)cd^. J 



ORDER: A POEM. 63 

Tlius poets tell, by Orpheus' lays infpir'd, 
Tygers grew mild, and filently admir'd ; 
Thus walls and tow'rs around Amphion throng. 
And (lately Thebes was built by magic fong. 

Then patriots rofe, who tyranny withftood. 
And greatly fuffer'd, for their country's good ; 
Mere Codrus dies, friend to th' Athenian ftate. 
And brave Timolcon feals his brother's fate : 
There Regiilus to fure deftrudiion runs. 
And Brutus bleeds for Rome, in both his fons. 

Then arts were known, and .fciences began 
To polifli and refine the ways of man ; 
Here bluftiing grapes the fpreading vines adorn, 
cAnd fertile fields turn white with waving corn ^ 
In verdant paftures there the cattle ftray, 
While jovial fliepherds chaunt the rural lay. 

Here Navigation fpreads her fwelHng fails, 
Rides on the waves, and courts the profp'rous gales j 
vAnd Commerce round the globe begins to roll. 
And wafts the wealth of India to the Pole. 

Then Sculpture firft in due proportion fhone ; 
And* beauty feemM to breathe in living (lone ; 
Then mimic Paint deceiv'd the wond'ring eye. 
And each bold figure feem'd a (lander-bye. 

Then Architefture heav'd fome lofty 4ome, 
The pride of Athens, Babylon; or Rome. 

Thus Order firll the favaje nvot\A Te.?s.v!^^ 
Reformed their manners, and ittvijiON^ft^^^'tTdv^-^ 



44 AN ADDRESS TO. T«« GOVT, . 

Say then, weak man, is happinefs^thy ca 
Be timely wife, nor truft thyfelf too far ; 
Rjgftrain thy paflions, jcall thy reafonin. 
And quell the fierce exulting ^oe within; 
To Order's ftandard be thy afts confin'd. 
Let Order rule the fallies of thy mind : 
With ftrifteft care thy lefler world comma 
As moves the greater by the Almighty's hi 
As fhifts no ftar but by his fov'reigu fway. 
So follow thou, as Order points the way •, 
From this foundation fure to climb to blifs 
None e'er flull erx, who, ftriftly move by t 



M ADRESS to the GOUT, on its fir/ 
by a young Country Patient* 

WELCOME !- thou friendly can 
fourfcore; 
Promife of wealtli — that haft alone the po" 
T'attend the rich, uncnvy'd by the poor. 
Thou, .that doft Efculapius deride. 
And o'er his gallipots in triumph ride ; 
Thou, that art us'd t'attend the Royal thrc 
And underprop the head that bears the en 
Thou, that doft oft in Privy-Council walt^ 
And guard from drowfy fleep the eyes of 
Tht)u that upon the Bench art mounted hi 
And warn'ft the Judges not to tread awry 
Thou that doft oft from pamper'd Prelate' 
SmjphdticiUY urge the pavns bdow -^ 



AF03TI10PHE TO €fOOD NATURE* f 

Thou, that art ever half the city's grace, 
And add'ft to folemn doodles folenjji pace ; 
Thou, that art us'd to fit cwi ladies knee. 
To feed on jellies, and to drink cold tea ; 
Thou, that art ne'er from velvet flippers free ^ 
Whence comes this unfought honour unto me ? 
Whence does this mighty condefcenfion flowj^ 
To vifit my poor tabernacle ? — Oh ! 

As Jove vouchfaPd on Ida's top, 'tis faxd> 
At poor Philemon's cot to take a bed y 
Pleas'd with the fpare but hofpitable feaft,. 
Jove bad him aik, and granted his rcqueft 2 
So do thou grant (for thou'rt of race divine. 
Begot on Venus, by the God of Wine) 
My humble fuit — and cither give me (lore 
To entertain thee, or ne'er fee me more I 



APOSTROPHE TO GOOD NATURE- 

01 gentleft blefling man can find ! 
Sweet foothcr of the ruffled mind ! 
As the foft powers of oil affwage 
Of Ocean's waves the furious rage ; 
Lull to repofe the boiling tide, 
'Whofe billows, charm'd to rell, fubfide ; 
Smooth the vext bofom of the deep, 
'Till every trembling motion flecp ! — 
Thy foft enchantments thus cotvlxo^o\ 
The tumult of the troubled fouW 
1 



,«|, TO t^ooo «<^^^'^*^ 
ATOSTHOPlie T** 

'olHEUthcachxn|*^^^^^„,V>mg. 
,rid find ^be peace v^^^^^p^.^^. 

Ye candidates fotJE«^ri,i,s'. 

OnVbfotbUfs^^pfceUtheend 
Without the means y 

The po*"*'^rJpite*of ^■'^"^"'V' 



AFOSTROPHE TO GOOD NATURE^ ^ 

"Still, in Life's fajii^ you prcfume 
Eternal holidays wiU come \ 
But, in its higheit, happiefl: lot^: 
O ! let it never be forgot, 
Life is not an Olympic game. 
Where fports and plays muft gain the fame •, 
Each month is not the month of May, 
Nor is each day a holiday. 
The* wit may gJld^Life's atmofphere. 
When all is lucid, calm, and clear, 
In bleak Afflifl^ion's dreary hour, 
The brighteft flafli muft lofc its power ; 
WJiile Temper, in the darkeft fkies, 
A kindly light and warmth fupplies. 

Divine Good-nature-! 'tis decreed, 
ITie happieft ftill thy charm fhou'd need. 
Sweet Architcd ! rais'd by thyhands : 
Fair Concord's Temple firmly ilands : 
Tho' Senfe, tho' Prudence rear the pile, 
Tho each approving Virtue fmile, 
Some fudden guft, nor rare the cafe. 
May fhake the building to its bafe, 
Un lefs, to guard againft furprifes, 
On thy firm arch the ftru£lure rifes. 

Iz ODK 



ODE—^ n DEATH. 

THOU, wliofe remorfdefs rage 
Nor vows nor tears afluage. 
Triumphant Death ! — to thee I raife 
The burfting notes of dauntlefs praifc ! 
Methinks on yonder murky cloud 
Thou fit'ft, in majefty fevcre 5 
Thy regal robe a ghaftly ihroud ! 
Thy right arm lifts the infatiate fpcar I 
Such was thy glance, when, erft as o'er the plain 
Where Indus rolls his burning fand. 
Young Ammon led the viftor train, ^ 

In glowing luft of fierce command : • 

As, vain he cried with thundering voice, 
" The IV or Id is mind Rejoice ^ rejoice I [nod,, 
< ' The IVcrld Pve won /—Thou gav'ft the withering 
'J'hyFI ATfmote his heart,— he funk,— a fenfelefs clodl 

" y^nd art thou great F Mankind replies^ 

With fad aflent of miijgling fighs ! 
Sighs that fwell the biting gales n 

Which fweep -o'er Lapland's frozen vales f < 

Aful, the red Tropics' whirlwind heat 
Is with the fad affent replete ! ^ 

How fierce yon tyrant's plumy creft ! 
A blaze of gold illumes his breaft j ^ 

In pomp of threat'ning pow'r elate, 
He madly dares to fpurn at Fate ! 
But — when Night with ihadowy robe 
H^ngs upon the darkened gVote, 



^DE TO DEATH. 6^ 

In his chamber, — fad,— alone, 
By ftarts, he pours the fearful groan I 
From flatt'ring crowds retired — he bows the knee. 
And mutters forth a p[zj\ ^becutt/i rethinks 

OF THEE. 

Gayly fmiles the Nuptial Bo^V, 

Bedeck'd with many an od'rous flow'r 5 

AVhilc the fpoufal pair advance, 

Mixing oft the melting gazd. 

In fondeft extacy of praife. 

Ah ! fhort delufivc trance ! 

What tho' the feftival be there ; — 

The rapt Bard's warblings fill the air j 

And joy and harmony combine ! 

Touch but the talifman, and all is thine I 
Th' infenfate lovers fix in icy fold, 
And on his throbbing lyre the Minftrel's hand is cold? 
TTis THOU canft quench the Eagle's fight, 

Tliat (terns the cataraft of Dght ! 

Forbid the vernal buds to blow — 

Bend th' obedient foreft low — 

And tamie the monfters of the main. 

Such is thy potent reign ! 

O'er earth, and air, and fea ! 

Yet, art thou ftill difdatn^d hy me. 

And I have reafon for my fcorn \ — 

Do I not hate the rifing morn ; 

The garifh noon ; the eve ferene ; 

The frcih'ning breeze \ the fportiv^ ??^'^^S 

The pzinted pJeafur^' thionj' d leiotv s 
And all the fplcndors of the couix."^. 



tc 



^ AT S^^ 

■Foiio'^T;^ — ^ 

Sur feeble bat\^"^.^^^ retreat, 
The f<l^^"J.f^aded caverns mee^.__ 

^o reft th » ^ joam, 

^Krbaps*^»;t:«^:^:^ding gloom. 

^Ve fa* *^ *Te his ti&ng 1*^' ,_, 
I Ho mote to fee w ^^^ .^^ deep, 
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) charts we have to mark that land, 
No compafs to direft that way. 

What pilot fhall explore^ that realm ? 

What new Columbus take the helm ? 

hile death, and darknfefs both furround. 
And tempefts rage with lawlefs power, 
■ friendftiip's voice I he^r no found, 
No comfort in this dreadful hour— 

What friendftiip can in tempefts be ? 

What comforts on this. angry fea ? 

le bark, ,accuftomed to obey. 
No more the trembling pilots guide, 
lone (he gropes her tracklcfs way. 
While mountains burft on every fide ; 

Thus Ikiil and fcience both muft fall, 

And ruin is. the lot of alL 



ETTER Trom Marseilles to my Sifters at 
Crux-Easton, May 1735. 

:ENE, the Study at Crux-Eafton. Molly and 
Fanny arejitting at W^rk; enter to them Harriot 
in a pajpon^ 

Harriot. 

ORD ! fitter, here's the butcher come, 
^ And not one word from bf other Tom j 
le pun£lual fpark, that made his boaft 
e*d write by ev'ry other pod \ 
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yi LETTER FROM MAItSElLLES* 

That ever I was fo abfurd 
To take a man upou his word ! 
Quoth Frances^ CbUd, I wonder much. 
You cou^'d expefl: him to keep touch ->. 
'Tis fo, my dear, with all mankind ; 
When out of fight you're out of mind- 
Think you he'd to his fifters write ? 
Was ever girl fo unpcdite ! 
Some fair Italian ftands poiTef&'d, 
And reigns fole miftrefs in his brcaft^ 
To her he dedicates his time, 
And fawns in profd, or fighs in rhyme ; 
She'll give him tokens of her love, 
Perhaps not eafy to remove ; 
Such as will make him large amends 
For lofs of fifters and of friends. 

Cries Harriot, when he comes to France, 
I hope in God bc'U kam to dance. 
And leave his aukward habits there, 
I'm fure he has enough to fpare. 

O cou'd he leave his faults, faitb Fanny, 
And bring the good alone, if any. 
Poor brother Tom, he'd grow fo light. 
The wind might rob us of him quite ! 
Of habits he may well get clear ; 
111 humpurs are :the faults, I fear, 
For in my life I ne'er faw yet 
A creature half fo paffionate* 
Good heav'ns f how did he rave and tear, 
On my not going you know v^^\veic s 



; 



LETTER FROM MARSEILLES, 73 

I fcarcely yethave got my dread off: 
I thought he'd bite my filter's head off. 
'Tween him and Jenny what a clatter 
About a fig, a mighty matter ! 
I cou'd recount a thoufand more, 
But fcandai's what I moft abhor. 

Molly, who long had patient fat, 
And heard in filcnce all their chat,. 
^Obferving how they fpoke with rancour, 
Took up my caufe, for which I thank her. 
"What eloquence was then difplay*d. 
The charming things that Molly faid, , 

Perhaps it fuits not me to tell \ 
Buti faith ! jfhe fpoke extremely well. 
She firft, with much ado, put on 
-A prudifh face, then thus begun. 

Heyday ! quoth fhe, you let your tongue 
Run on moft ftrangely, right or wrong. 
'Tis what I never can connive at j 
Befides, confider whom you drive at. 
A perfon of eftablifh'd credit, 
Nobody better, though I faid it. 
In all that's good fo try'd and known, 
Why, girk, he's quite a proverb grown. 
His worth no mortal dares difpute : 
-Then he's your brother too to boot. 

At this fhe made a moment's paufc, 
'Then with a figh refum'd the caufe. 
Alas ! my dears, you little know 
A faUor's toil, a trav'ler's woe-. 



74 LETTIfR TROM MARSEILLES.: 

Perhaps this very hour he ftrays 
A lonely wretch. thro' defert ways ; 
Or fhip'wreck'd on a foreign ftrand. 
He falls beneath fome ruffian's hand : 
Or on the naked rock he lies, 
And pinch'd by famine waftes and dies. 
Can you this hated brother fee 
Floating, the fport of wind and fea ; 
Can you his feeble accents hear, 
Tho' but in thought, nor drop a tear ? 
He faintly ftrives, his hopes are fled, 
The billows booming o'er his head ^ 
He mounts upon the waves again. 
He calls on us, but calls in vain ; 
To death preferves his friendfliip tru^. 
And mutters out a kind adieu. 
See, now he rifes to our fight. 
Now finks in everlafting night. 

Here Fanny's colour rofe and fell. 
And Harriot's throat began to fwell, ; 
One fidled to the window quite. 
Pretending fome unufual fight ; 
The other left the room outright : 
While Molly laugh'd, her ends obtain'd, 
To think how artfully (he feign'd. 
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To a Spendtkrtft dlfmhertied. 

IS whole eftate thy father, by his v 

Gave to. the poor —thou Vi^ft. ^oo^ 



THE 

AR T of DANCING. 

A P O E M. 

Ittfcribci to the Right Honourable Lady 
. Fanny Fielding. 

InceJJh patuit Dea. Virc. 



CANTO L 



IN the fmooth dance to move witli graceful mi^n; 
Eafy with care, and fprightly tho' lerene j 
To mark th' inftruftions echoing ftrains convey, 
And with juft fteps e^ch tuneful note obey, 
I teach ; be prefcnt, all ye facred Choir, 
Blow the foft flute, and ftrike the founding lyre ; 
"When Fielding bids, your kind afliftance bring, 
And at her feet the lowly tribute fling ; 
Oh may her eyes (to her this verfe is due). 
What firft themfelves infpirM, vouchfafe to view ! 

Hail loftieft art ! thou can'ft all hearts infnar/:, 
And make the faircft ftill appear more fair. 
Beauty can little execution do, 
ITnlcfs fhe borrows half her arms {xom >jO>\\ 
Few,' like Pygmalion^ doat on Vitekfe dwtms^ 
Or care to clafp a ftatue in thdx 'Aiirv> s 

K 2 ^ 
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But breafts of flint mud melt with fierce defirc^ 
When art and motion wake the fleeping fire : 
A Venus, drawn by great Apelles' hand. 
May for a while our wondering eyes commanid, . 
But ftill, tho' form'd with all the pow'rs of art. 
The lifelefs piece can never warm the heart ; 
80 a fair nymph, perhaps^ may pleafe the eye, 
Whilft all her beauteous limbs unaftive lie ; 
But when her charms are in the dance difplay'd, . 
Then ev'ry heart adores the lovely m^id : 
This fets her beauty in the faireft light, 
And fhews each grace in full perfeftion bright v , 
Then, as fhe turns around, from every part. 
Like porcupines, (he fends a piercing dart j 
In vain, alas ! the fond fpeftator tries 
To Ihun the pleafing dangers of her eyes 5 
For, Parthian-like, fhe wounds as fure behind. 
With flowing curls, and ivory neck reclin'd : 
Whether her fleps the Minuet's mazes trace. 
Or the flow Louvre's more majeftic pace ; 
Whether the Rigadoon employs her care. 
Or fprightly Jigg difplays the nimble fair. 
At every ftep new beauties we explore. 
And worfhip now what we admir'd before : ; 

So when ^neas, in the Tyrian grove. 
Fair Venus met, the charming queen of Love, 
The beauteous goddefs, whilft unmov'd fhe flood 
Seem'd fomc fair nymph, the guardian of the wood 
But when fhe mov'd, at once her heav'nly mien 
And graceful ftep confefs'dbn^VvX'&^^.^dX^H o^^ 



THE ART OFr DANCING. Jj- 

New glories o'eri her form each moment rife, . 
And all the goddefs opens to his eyes. 

Now haftc, my Mufe, purfue thy dcftin'd way> 
What dreflcs bcft become the dancer, fay \ 
The rules ef drefs forget not to impart, 
A leflbn previous to the dancing art. . 

'^Thc fdldier's fcarlet glowing from afar, . 
Shews that his bloody occupation's war ; 
Whilft the lawn band, beneath a double chin, 
As plainly fpeaks divinity within ; 
The niilk maid fafe thro' d/iving rains and fnows, 
Wrap*d in her cloak, and prop'd on pattens goesf 
Whilft-the foft belle, immur'd in velvet chair, 
Needs but the filken Ihoe, and trails her bofom bare : 
The woolly, drab, and Englifh broad-cloth warm. 
Guard well the herfeman from the beating ftormj 
But load the dancer with too great a weight, 
And' call from cv'ry pore the dewy fweatj 
Rather let him his aftive limbs difplay 
In camblet thin, or gloffy paduafoy : 
Let no unwieldy pride his fhoulders prefs. 
But airy, light, and eafy be his drefs 5 
Thin be his yielding foal, and low. his heel. 
So fhall he nimbly bound, and fafely wheel. 

But let not precepts known my verfe prolong, 
Precepts which ufe will better teach than fong ; 
For why fliould I the gallant fpark command. 
With clean white gloves to fit his ready hand ? 
Or in his fobb enliv'ning fpirits wear, 
Afldp^uijgent iaits to raife the i;xvTvuxv^liv5LX 
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Or hint, the fword that dangles at his fide/ 
Should from its filken bandage be unty'd ? 
Why.fhould my lays the youthful tribe advifc, . 
Leail fnowy clouds from out their hair arife ; 
So fhall their partners mourn their laces fpoil'd^ , ' 
And fhining filks with greafy powder foil'd ? 
Nor need I, fure, bid prudent youths beware, 
Left with erefted tongues their butkles flare ; 
The pointed fteel fliall oft* their flocking rend. 
And oft* th* approaching petticoat offend. 

And now, ye youthful fair ! I fing to you, 
With pleafmg fmiles my ufeful labours view : 
For you the filk worms fine-wrought webs difplay,;. 
And laboring fpin their little lives away ; 
For you bright gems with radiant colours glow. 
Fair as the dies that paint the heav'nly bow ; 
For you the fea refigns its pearly ftore, 
And earth unlocks her mines of treafur'd ore ; . 
In vain yet Nature thus her gifts beftows, 
Unlefs yourfelves with art thofe gifts difpofe. 

Yet think not, nymphs, that in the glitt'ring ball, ^ 
One form of drefs prefcrib'd can fuit with all ; 
One brigiitefl fliines when wealth and art combine 
To make the finifh'd piece compleatly fine ;. 
When leaft adorn'd, another fteals our hearts. 
And, rich in native beauties, wants not larts : 
In fome are fuch refiftlefs graces found. 
That in all drefles they arc fure to wound ; 
Their per fcik forms all fort\^tv ^\A^ ^^^^\lt,^ 
And gems but borrow luftxe £iom xicifcYt ^^^^> 
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Let tho ifair nymph, in whofe plump cheeks is feca 
A conftant blufli,- be clad in cheerful green;; 

•In fuch a drefs the fportive fea-nymphs go ; 

. So in their grafly bed frefli rofes blow : 
The lafs whofe ikin is like, the hazel brown, 
"Witt brighter yellow fhould o'er-come her own : 
While maids grown pale with ficknefs or defpair. 
The fable's mournful dye fhould choofe to wear; 

So. the pale-moon ftill fhines with pureft light, 
5 Cloath'd in the dulky mantle of the night. 

But far from you be all thofe treach'rous arts. 
That wound with painted charms unwary hearts : 

; Dancing's a touchftone that true beauty tries, 
Nor fuffers charms that Nature's hand denies : 

':Tho* fora while we may with wonder view 
The rofy blufli, and ikin of lovely hue, 
Yet foon the dapce will caufe the cheeks to glow, 

. And melt the waxen lips, and neck of fnow : 

So fliine the fields in icy fetters bound, 
Whilft frozen gems befpangle all the ground ; 
Thro' the clear cryftal of the glittVing fnow. 
With fcarlet dye the blufliing hawthorns glow.; 
. O'er all the plains unnumber'd glories rife. 
And a new bright creation charms our eyes : 
Till Zephyr breathes, then all at once decay 
The fplendid fcenes, their glories fade away.; 
The fields refign the beauties not their own. 
And all their fnowy charms run' trickling down. 

Dare I in fuch momentous points ?LA.N\fc^ 
I/houJd condemn the hoop's euoimou^ ^\x^% 
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Of ills I fpeak by long experience found, 
Oft' have I trod th' immeafurable round, . 
And mourn'd my fliins bruis'd black with many 

a wound. -^ 

Nor (hou'd the tightened flays, too ftraightty lacM 
In whale-bone bondage gall the flender waift^ 
Nor waving lappets ihou'd the dancing fair, 
Nor ruffles edg'd with dangling fringes wear; 
Oft' will the cobweb ornaments catch hold 
On the approaching button rough with gold ; 
Nor fprce, nor art can then the bonds divide. 
When once th^ intangled gordian Joiot is ty'd : 
So the^uhhappy pair, by Hymen's pow'r 
. Together join'd in Tome ill-fated hour. 
The- more they ftrive their freedom, to regain. 
The f after binds tK' indlffoluble chain. 

Let each fair maid, who fears to be difgrac'd, 
Ever be fure to tye her garter faft. 
Left the loos'd ftring, amidft the public bally 
A wifli'd for prize to fome proud fop fhould fall. 
Who the rich treafure ihall tritin^phant fhew. 
And with warm blufhes caufe her cheeks to glow. 

But yet, ^as Fortuiie by the felf-fame ways 
She humbles many, fome delights to raife) 
It happen'd once, a fair illuftrious dame 
By fuch negleft acquir'd immortal fame.; 
And hence the radiant ftar and garter blue 
Britannia's nobles grace, if Fame fays true: . 
Hence ftill, Plantagenet, thy beauties bloom, 
Tho' long fmcc moulder'd iu\ivfi ^u^i xqts^^ 
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•Still thy .loft garter is thy fov'reign's care, 
And what each royal breaft is proud to wean 

But let me now my lovely charge remind, 
Lefi they forgetful leave their fans behind ; 
Lay not, ye fair, the pretty toy afide, 
A toy at once difplay'd for ufe and pride ; 
A wond'rous engine," that by magic charms 
Gools your own breaft, and ev'ry other's warms. 
What'daring^bard fhall e'er attempt to tell 
The pow'rs that in this little weapon dwell ? 
What verfe can e'er explain its various parts, 
Its numerous ufes, motions, charms and arts ? 
Its |>ainted folds, that oft' extended wide, 
Th* afflidied fair one's blubber'd beauties hide. 
When fecret forrows her fad bofom fill, 
If Strephon is unkind, or Shock is ill : 
Its fticks, on which her eyes dejefted pore. 
And pointing fingers number o'er and o'er. 
When the kind virgin burns with fecret (hame, 
Dies^to confent, yet fears to own her flame : 
Its (hake triumphant, its viflorious clap. 
Its angry flutter, and its wanton tap ? 

Forbear, my Mufe, th' extenfive theme to fing, 
'Nor truft in fuch a flight thy tender wing ; 
Rather do you in humble lines proclaim, 
From whence this engine took its form and name ; 
Say from what caufe it firft deriv'd its birth, 
How fotm'd in heav'n, how thence deduc'd to earth* 

Once la Arczdia, that fam'd {g2l\. o^ \as^^ 
^JJterelivy 9 nymph, the pride ol iV\\!tv^ ^xos^i 
L 



tZ THE ART OF DANCING. 

A lovely nymph, adorn'd with ev'ry grace, 
An eafy fhape, and fweetly-blooming face ; 
Fanny the damfel's name, as chafte as fair. 
Each virgin's envy, and each fwain's defpair; 
To charm her ear the rival fhepherds fing. 
Blow the foft flute, and wake the trembling ftring. 
For her they leave their wandering flocks to rove, ' 
Whilft Fanny's name refoUnds thro' ev'ry grove, l 
And fpreads on cv'ry tree, inclos'd in knots of < 

love j 

As Fielding's now, her eyes all hearts inflame. 
Like her in beauty, as alike in name. 

'Twas when the fummcr fun, now mounted high) 
With fiercer beams had fcorch'd the glowing (ky^ 
Beneath the covert of a cooling fliade. 
To (hun the heat, this lovely nymph was laid 5 
The fultry weather o'er her-theeks had fpread 
A blulh, that added to their native red. 
And her fair breads, as polifh'd marble white. 
Were half conceal'd and half expos'd to fight.; 
jEolus, the mighty god ^hom winds obey, 
Obferv'd the beauteous maid, as thus flie lay ; 
O'er all her charms he ga^'d with fond delight^ 
And fuck'd in poifon at the dang'rous fight ; 
Me fighs, he burns ; at laft declares his pain. 
But ftill he fighs, and ftill he wooes in vain 5 
The cruel nymph, regardlefs of his moan. 
Minds not his flame, uneafy with her own ; 
But ftill complains, that he who rul'd the air . 
Wbu'd not command one Zie^\v^i lo x^^ia 
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Around her face, nor gentle breeze to play 
Thro' the dark glade, to cool the fultry day j 
By love incited, and the hopes of joy, 
Th' ingenious god contrived this pretty toy, 
With gales inceiTant to relieve her flame ; 
And call'd it Fan, from lovely Fanny's name. 



CANTO II. 

NOW fee prepared to lead the fprightly diincc, 
The lovely nymphs, and well drefs'd youtln 
advance ; 
The fpacious room receives its jovial gueft, 
And the floor (hakes with pleafing weight opprefs'd : 
Thick rang'd on ev'ry fide, with various dyes. 
The fair in glofly fdks our fight furprize : 

So, in a garden bath'd wi^h genial fliow'rs, 
A thoufand forts of variegated flow'rs, 
Jonquills, carnations, pinksj and tulips rife, 
And in a gay confufion. charm our eyes. 
High o'er their heads, with numerous candles bright, 
Large fconces fhed their fparkling beams of light ; 
Their fparkling beams, that dill more brightly glow, 
Rcflefted back from gems, and eyes below : 
Unnumber'd fans to cool the crowded fair 
With breathing zephyrs move the circling air. 
The fprightly fiddle, and the founding lyre 
Each youthful breaft with genVous warmth infpire ; 
Fraught with all joys the blifsful momeuU ft^^ ^^<- 
While rnuHc melts the ear, and bc^ut^j dv3ct\w% x^^>t 
L 2" ^^^^ 
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Now let the youth, to whofc fuperior. place 
It firft belongs the fplendid ball to grace, 
With humble bow, and ready hand prepare,. 
Forth from the crowd to lead his chofen fair ; . 
The fair (hall not his kind requeft deny,<" 
But to the pleafing toil with equal ardour fly. 

But flay, rafli- pair, nor yet untaught advanc 
Firft hear the mule, ere. you attempt to dance : 
* By art direfted o'er the foaming tide 
Secure from rocks the painted veffels glide ; 
By art the chariot fcours the dufty plain. 
Springs at the whip, and f hears the ftrait'ning re 
To art our bodies muft obedient prove. 
If e'er we hope with graceful eafe to move. 

Long was the dancing art unfix'd and free^ 
Hence loft in error, and uncertainty. 
No precepts did it mind, or rules ojjey, . 
But ev'ry mafter taught «a difPrent way ^ 
Hence, *ere each new-born dance was fully try 
The lovely produft ev*n in blooming dy'd. 
Thro' various hands in wild confufion tofs'd. 
Its fteps were alter'd, and its beauties loft ; 
Till X FuiLLET, the pride of Gallia, rofe. 
And did the dance in charaAers compofe : 

E 

* jfrU cita veloque rates, refnoque, nioventur 
Arte leves curt us ; 0\ 

t- Ncc audit currus habenas. Vi 

/ Fuillet nvrote the Art kj Danciwg b^ cfcara<fi 
ffs French, JiYice tranjl&tcd hy ^z^s^x- 
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Each lovely grax^c by certain marks he taught; , 

And ev'ry ftep in lafting volumes wrote : 

Hence o'er the world this pleafing art (hall fpreadi 

And ev'ry dance in ev'ry. clime be read, 

By diftant mailers fhail each ftep be feen, 

The' mountains rife, and oceans roar between ; 

Hence, with her fifter arts,, fhall dancing clainv 

An equal right. to univerfal fame, 

And IssAc's rigadoon fliall live as long, 

As Raphael's paintings or as Virgil's fong. 

Wife nature ever-, with a prudent hand, 
Difpenfes various gifts to -ev'ry land„. 
To ev'ry nation frugally impart* 
A genius fit for fome peculiar art^;, 
To trade the Dutch incline, the Swiss to arms, 
Mufic and^erf^ are foft Italia'^ charms j . 
JBritannia juftly glories* to have found 
Lands unexplor'd, and fail'd the globe around' 
But none will fure prefume to rival France, 
Whether flie forms, or executes the dance ; 
To her exaltdd genaus 'tis we owe 
The fprightly Rigadoon and Louvre flow. 
The Boree and Courante, unpraftis'd long, 
Th' immortal Minuet, and the fmooth Bretagne,, 
With all thofe dances of illuftrious fame, 
* That from their native country take their name i 
With thefe let ev'ry ball be firft begun. 
Nor country-dance intrude ''till thefe are done. 

Each cautious bard, /ere he.aVtem^U \xy ^vr^^ 
JPu/l g.cntTy SuttYmg trics^ his. teiid^x Vvw^ > 

* French dances . 
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And if he finds that with uncommon fire ' 
* The mufes all his raptur'd foul infpire. 
At once to heav'n he foars in lofty odes. 
And fings alone of heroes and of gods ; 
But if he trembling fears a flight fo high. 
He then defcends tp fofter elegy ; 
And if in elegy he can't fucceed, 
In pafl'ral he may tune the oaten feed : 
So fhou'd the dancer, *ere he tries to move, 
With care his ftrength, his weight, and genius proves: 
Then, if he finds kind nature's gifts impart 
Endowments proper for the dancing art, 
If in himfelf he feels together join'd. 
An aftive body and ambitious mind, 
In nimble Rigadoons he may advance. 
Or in the Louvre's flow majeftic dance ; 
If thefe he fears to reach, with eafy pace 
Let him the Minuet's circling mazes trace ; ^ 
Is this too hard ? this too let him forbear, 
And to the country-dance confine his care. 
Wou'd you in dancing ev'ry fault avoid. 
To keep true time be your firft thoughts employ'd ; 
All other errors they in vain fliall mend, 
Who in this one important point ofl^end ; 
For this, when now united hand in hand 
Eager to ftart the youthful couple (land, 
I^et them awhile their nimble feet reftrain, 
And with foft taps beat time to ev'ry llrain : 

So, for the race prepar'd, two courfers ftand. 
And with impatient pawitvgs t^wixi \^^ ^^u^. . 
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In vain a mafter fhall employ his care, 
""Where nature once has fix'd a clumfy air; 
Rather let fuch, to country fports confined, 
Purfue the flying hare, or tim'rous hind : 
Nor yet,' while I the rural Tquire defpife, 
A mien effeminate wou'd I advife ; 
With equal fcorn I wou'd the fop deride. 
Nor let him dance rbut on the woman'$ fide. 

And you, fair nymphs, avoid with equal care, 
A ftupid dulnefs, and a coquet air ; 
Neither with eyes, that ever love the ground, 
Aflcep, like fpinning tops, run round and round.; 
Nor yet with giddy looks, and wanton pride. 
Stare all around, and fkip from fide to fide. 

True dancing, like true wit, is beft exprefs'd 
By nature only to advantage drefs'd ; 
'Tis.not a nimble bound, or caper high; 
That can pretend to pleafe a curious eye ; 
G6od judges no fuch tumblers tricks regard, 
-Or think them beautiful, becaufe they're hard, 

'Tis not enough, that ev'ry (lander by 
No glaring errors in your fteps can fpy ; 
The dance and mufic muft fo nicely meet. 
Each note fhou'd.feem an echo to your feet.; 
A namelisfs grace muft in each movement dwell. 
Which words can ne'er exprefs, or precepts tell 5 
Not to be taught, but ever to be fcen 
In Flavians air, and Chloe's eafy mein : ^ 
'Tis fuch an air that makes her tViou^'aLivdi^ l^ji^^ 
WAen FiELDiiiG. dances at a butVtv\^^^>^^^^ 
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Smooth as- Camilla fhc ikims o'er the plain, . 
And flies like her thro* crowds of heroes flain. 

Now* when the minuet oft' repeated o'er, 
(Like all terreftrial joys) can pleafe no more. 
And cv'ry nymph, refufing to ^rpand 
Her charms, Reclines ihe circulating hand. 
Then let the jovial country-dance begin. 
And the loud fiddles call each ftraggler in : 
But, 'ere they come, permit me to difclofe 
How firft, as legends tell, this paftime rofe. 

In ancient times (fuch times are now no more !) 
When Albion's crown illuftrious Arthur wore. 
In fome fair-op'ning glade, each fummer's night. 
Where tlie pale moon diflnis'd her filver light. 
On- the foft carpet* of a grafly field, 
The fporting fairies their aflemblies heki : 
Some lightly tripping with their pygmy queen. 
In circling ringlets mark'd the 4evel green ;■ 
Some with foft notes bade mellow pipes refound^ 
And-tnufic warble thro' the proves around.^ 
Oft' lonely fheperds by the foreft fide. 
Belated peafants oft', their revels fpy'd. 
And horpe returning, o'er the nut-brown ale. 
Their guefts xiiverted with the wond'rous tale. 
Inftrufted hence, throughout the Britilh ifle, 
And fond to imitate the pleafing toil, [higbf 

Round where the trembling may-pole's fix'd oa 
And bears its flow'ry honours to the £ky. 
The riiddy maids, and fun burnt fwains. refort. 
And praGtik ev'ry night tb.e \o\e\^ ^^o\\.\ 



^ 
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On cv'ry fide Molizn artifts (land, 
Whofe aftive elbows fwelling winds command ; 
The fwelling winds harmonious pipes infpirc, 
And blow in ev'ry breaft a gen'rous fire. 

Thus taught at firft the country-dance began. 
And hence to cities and to courts it ran ; 
Succeeding ages did in time impart^ 
Various improvements to the lovely art : 
From fields and groves to palaces remov'd. 
Great ones the pleafing exercife approvM j 
Hence the loud fiddle, and fhrill trumpet's founds. 
Arc made companians of the dancer's bounds ; 
Hence gems, and filks, brocades, and ribbons join. 
To make the ball with pcrfedl luftre fhine. 

Sa rude at firft the tragic mufe appeared, 
Her voice alone by ruftic rabble heiard. 
Where twifting trees a cooling arbour made, 
The pleas'd fpefiators fat beneath the (hade, 
The homely ftage with Tufties green was ftrew'd. 
And in a cart the ftrolling aftors rode ; 
Till tiitic at length improved the great defign, 
And bade the fcenes with painted landikips ihine ; 
Then art. did all the bright machines difpofe, 
And theatres of Parian marble rofe ; 
Then mimic thunder (hook the canvas Iky, 
And gods defdertded from their tow'rs on high. 

With caution now let every youth prepare 
To choofe a partner from the mingled fair ; 
Vain wou'd be here th' inftrufting mxxfe'^NW:^^ 
If /be pretended to direft hia cWicc; 
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Beauty alone by fancy is exprefs'd, 
And charms in different forms each different bn 
A fi;iowy (kin this am'rous youth admires, 
Whilft nut brown cheeks another's bofom fire 
Small waifts and (lender limbs fome hearts infi 
While others love the more fubftantial fair. 

But let not oiitward charms your judgments f 
Your reafon rather than your eyes obey. 
And in the dance, as ia the marriage noofp. 
Rather for merit,, than for l^eauty, choofe : 
Be her your choice, who. knows with pcrfcft d 
When fhe fhou*d move, and whende fliou'dbeJ 
Who uninftru£ied can perform ?her (har^. 
And kindly half, the pleafing burden beaj, 
Unhappy.is that hopelefs wretch's fate. 
Who fetter'd in the matrimonial ftatc. 
With a poor, fimple, unexperienc'd wife. 
Is forc'd to lead .the tedious dance of life ; 
And fuch is his, with fuch a partner join'^f 
A moving puppet, but without a mind: 
Still muft his hand be pointing out the way. 
Yet ni^'er can teach fa faft as flie can ftray : 
Beneath her follies he muft ever groan. 
And ever blufh for errors not his own. 

But now behold united hand in hand, 
Rang'd on each fide, the well pair'd couples fta 
Each youthful bofom beating with delight. 
Waits the brifk fignal for the pleafing fight : 
While lovely eyes, that flafti unufual rays, 
Aud fnowy fcubbies pulVd abovt v\\^ ^v?^> 
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Quick bufy hands, and bridling heads declare, 
The fond impatience of the ftarting fair. 
And fee, the fprightly dance is now begun ! 
Now here, notv there, the giddy maze they run 5 
Now ^th flow fteps they pace the circliog ring,. 
Now all confus'd, too fwift for fight,^ they fpring. 

So, irt a wheel with rapid fury tofs'd. 
The undiftinguifli'd fpokes are in the motion loft. 

THe dancer now no more requires a guide, 
To no ftrift fteps his nimble feet are ty'd, 
The mufe's precepts here wou'd ufelefs be. 
Where all is fancy'd, unconfin'd, and free : 
Let him but to the mufic's voice attend. 
By this iriftru£led,^he can ne'er offend : 
If to his ftiare it falls the dance to lead, 
In wcU-khowii paths he may be fure to tread : 
If others lead, let him their motions viev/, 
And in their fteps the winding maze purfue. 

In ev'ry country-dance a ferious mind, 
Turn'd for refleftion,. can a moral find. 
In liunt-the-fquirrel, thus the nymph we view, 
Seeks when we fly, but flies when we purfue : 
Thus in round dances, where our partners change. 
And unconfin'd from fair to fair we range. 
As foon'as one from his own confort flies. 
Another fcizes on the lovely prize : 
A' while the fav'rite youth enjoys her charms, 
Till the next comer fteals her from b\^ -axrcvs^ 
New^ ones fucceed, the laft is ftWl Wx e-aocc s 
How true an ctnhlcm x>i tV iucoii&ixuX i^vt\ 

M 2 ^^.^^ 
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Where can philoibphcrs, and fages wife, 
WJio read the curious volumes of the fkics, 
A model more exa£l than dancing name, 
Of the creation's univerfal frame ? 
Where worlds unnumbered o'er th' xtherial way, 
In* a bright regular confufion ftray : 
Now here, now there, they whirl along the (ky. 
Now near approach, and now far diftant fly. 
Now meet in the fame order they begun. 
And then the great celeftial dance is done. 

Where can the mor'lift find a jufter plan 
Of the vain labours, , and the life of man ? 
A while thro' juftling crowds we toil and fwcat, , 
And eagerly purfue we know not what; 
Then when our trifling ftiort-liv'd race is run. 
Quite tir'd fit down, juft where we firft begum . 

Thio' to your arms kind fate!s indulgent care 
Has giv'n a partner exquifitely fair. 
Let not her charms fo much engage your heart. 
That you negle£l the.flcilful dancer's part. 
Be not, when you the tuneful notes fhould iiear^ 
Still whifp'ring idle prattle in her ear. 
When you fliou'd be employ'd, be not at play, 
Nor for your joys all other fteps delay : 
But when the finiih'd dance you once have done, . 
And with applaufe thro' ev'ry couple run, 
Tliere reft awhile : there fnatch the fleeting blifs. 
The tender whifper, and the balmy kifs. 
Each fecret wifii, each fofter hope confefs, 
jind her moifi palm widi e^gw feiv5Ct^X|\^l%% 
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With fmilcs the fair (hall hear your warm defires. 
When mufic melts her foul, and dancing fires* . 

Thus, mix*d with love, the pleafmg toil purfue^ 
Till the unwelcome morn appears in view. 
Then, when approaching day its beams difplays. 
And the dull candles (hine with fainter rays ; 
Then when the fun juft rifes o'er the deep, 
And each bright eye is almoft fet in fleep, 
With ready hands^ obfequious youths, prepare *) 
Safe to her.coach to lead each chofen fair, C 

And .guard her from the morn's inclement air : j 
JLct a warm hood .enwrap her lovely head, 
And o'er her neck a handkerchief be fpread. 
Around her fhoulders let this armie caft, 
Whilft that from cold defends her flender waift. 
With kiffes warm hpr balmy lips fhall glow, 
Unchill'd by nightly damps, or wintry fuQw. 
While gen'rous white-wine, muU'd with ginger 

warm. 
Safely protects her inward frame from harm. 

But ever let my lovely pupils fear 
To chill their mantling blood with cold fmall-beer. 
Ah, thoughtleCs fair ! the tempting draught refufe^ 
When thus fore-warn'd by my experienc'd mufe. 
Let the fad confequence your thoughts employ, 
Nor hazard future pains for prefent joy ; 
Deftrudion lurks within the pois'nous dofe, 
A fatal fever, or a pimpl'd nofe.. 

Thus, thro\each precept of the d^tvcvtv^ ve^L, 
Tbc mufe has phy'd the kind iuftxua.oxH ^^^^^ v 



94 THE GIFT OJ" THE GOftS, 

Thro' ev'ry maze her pupils fhe has led, 

And pointed out the fureft paths to tread : 

No more remains j no more the goddefs fings, . 

But drops her -pinions, and unfurls her wings j 

Ob downy bfeds the i weary dancers lie. 

And fleep's (ilk cords tie down each drowfy eye; 

Delightful dreams their pleafmg fport$ rcftore, 

And ev'n in fleep they feem to dance once more* 

And now the work compleatly finifh'd lies, 
Which the devouring teeth of time defies; 
Whilft birds in air, or fiftr in ftreams we find, . 
Or damfels fret with aged partners join'd ; 
As long as nymphs (hall with attentive ear 
A fiddle rather than a fermon'hear ; 
Solong^.the brighteft eycsihall oft perufe 
The ufeful lines of my inftru6l:ive mufe ; 
Each belle fhall wear them wrote upon her fan/ 
And each bright beau fhall read them — if he can;- 
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ONGE the gods of the Greeks, at ambrofial fcaft^ 
Large bowls of rich neftar were quaffing; , 
Merry Momus among them appeared as a gucft ; r 
Homer fays, the celeftials lov'd laughing. 

On each, in the fynod, the humorift drol'd ; 

So none could his joking difprove : 
He fung fongs, reparteed, and fomeAto\\^o\\fe% t<Sid^ 
And at hit thvi^ began wou ^o\^ \ 
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** Sire, Atlas, who long has the uhivcrfe bore, 

' * Crows grievoufly tired of late ; . 
• * He complains, that mankind are much worfe than 
* before. 
* So 'begs to be eas'd of their weight.* 

Jove, knowing the earth on poor Atlas was hurPd, 
From his fhoulders commanded the ball : 
- GavehisdaughterAttraftionthe charge of theworld, 
And (he hung -it up high in his hall. 

Mifs, pleas'd with the^ prefent, reviewed the world 
round. 
To find what each kingdom was worth : 
. Likeadiamond,the globe with anatmofphereboundi 
Then varioufly planted the earth. 

With filver, gold, jewels, fhe India endow'd } 
France and Spain fhe taught vineyards to rear ; 

What was. fit for each clime, on each clime fhe 
beftowM ; 
And Freedom, flie found, flourifh'd here. 

Four cardinal virtues fhe left in this ifle, 

As guardians to cherifh the root ; 
The bloflbms of Liberty gayly 'gan fmile, 

And'Engliflimen fed on the fruit. 

Thus fed and thus bred, by a bounty fo rare, 

O preferve it as pure as 'twas given ! 
-We will while we've breath ; nay, we'll grafp it in 

death, 
. , Then return it, untainted, to he^vexv. 
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AFFECTATION of DEXICACY 

RIDICULED. 

THE languid MAj next appears inflate, . 
Who was not born to carry her own wcightj 
She lolls, reels, daggers, 'till fome foreign aid 
To her own ftature lifts the feeble maid. 
Then, if ordain'dto to fever e a doom. 
She, by juft ftages, journeys round the room : 
But knowing her own weaknefs, (he defpairs 

To fcale the jllps that is, afcend the /fairs. 

My fan ! let others fay who laugh at toil ; 

Fan ! hood ! *glove ! fcarf ! is her laconick ftylc-,; 

And that is fpoke with fuch a dying fall. 

That Bitty rzthcr fees than hears the call : 

The motion of her lips, and meaning eye 

Piece -out th' Idea her. faint words deny, 

O. liften with attention mod profound ! 

Her voice is but the fliadow of a found : 

And help ! O help ! her fpirits are fo dead. 

One hand fcarce lifts the other to her head. 

If, there, a ftubborn pin it triumphs o'er. 

She pants ! (he finks away ! and is no more. 

Let the robuft, and the gigantic carve^ 

Life is not worth fo much, Ihe'd T2Lt\ier Jfarve j: - 

But che^o (he muft herfelf ; ah cruel faite ! 

That Rofalinda can't by proxy eat. 

TI«5 



THE 

MAN OF TASTE: 

OCCASIONED BT AN 

EPISTLE 

Of Mr P O P E's 

On that Subject. 

WHOE'ER he be that to a Ta/fe afpires, 
Let him read this, and be what he defires. 
In men and manners vers'd, from lift: I write 
Not. what was once but what is now polite. 
Thofe who of courtly France have made the tour, 
Can fcarce ©ur Engliih aukwardncfs endure ; 
But honeft men who never were abroad, 
Like England only, and. its Ta/fc applaud. 

True Tafie to me is by this touchftone knowp^ 
That's always beft that's neardl to my own. 
To (hew that my pretentions are not vain, 
JAy father was a pJay'r in Drury-lane. 
Pears and piftachio-nuts my mother fold, 
He a dramatic poet, fhe a fcold. 
His tragic mufe could counteffies afft\^t> 
JJer wit iu boxes was my lord's deWoVvi, 
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No mercenary prieft e'er joined their hands, 
UncrampM by wedlock' unpoetic bands. 
Laws my Pindaric parents mattered not. 
So I was tragi- comically got. 
My infant tears a fort of mcafure kept, 
I fquall'd in diftichs, and in triplets wept^ 
No youth did I in education wafte, 
Happy in an hereditary Tafte. 
Writing ne'er cramp'd the finews ti my thumb, 
Nor barb'rous birch e'er brufh'd my brawny buw 
My guts ne'er fuffer'd from a college cook, 
jMy name ne'er entcr'd in a buttery book . 
Grammar in vain the fons of Prifcian teach. 
Good parts are better than eight parts of fpeech 
Since thefe declined, thofe undeclin'd they call, 
J thank my ftars, that I declin'd 'em all. 
To Greek or Latin tongues without pretence, 
1 truft to mother wit, and father fenfe. 
JJaturc's my guide, all fciences \ fcom. 
Pains I abhor, I was a poet bora. 

Yet is my gout for criticafm fuch, 
I've got fome French, and know a little Dutck; 
Uujgc cpmmentators grace" my learned (helves, 
Nitites tip^in books out-do the books themfclvcs. 
Critics indeec( are valuable men, 
ButJiyper-critlt^ are as ^ood again. 
Tho' Bi^kmore's works my foul with raptures fil] 
With notes by Bemley theyM be better ftHl. 

Tb 
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The boghoufe-mifccUany^s well dcfign'd, 
To cafe the body, and improve the mind. 
Swift's whims and jokts for my refcntment call. 
For he difplcafcs me, that pleafes all. 
Vcrfe without rhime 1 never could endure^ 
Uncouth in immbers, and in fenfe obfcare*. ^ 

To hi^n as nature, when he ccas'd to fee, 
Milton's an univcrlal blank to me. 
Confirmed and fettled by the nation's voice, 
Rhime is the poet's pride, and people's choice. 
Always upheld by national fupport. 
Of market, univerfity, and court : [reafon, 

Thomfon, write blank: but know that for that 
Thefe lines fball live, when thine are out of fcalon, 
Rhime binds and beautifies the poet's lays. 
As London ladies owe their Ihape to flays. 

Had Cibber's felf the Carelcfs Hufband wrote. 
He for the Laurel ne'er had had my vote : 
But for his epilogues and other plays. 
He thoroughly defervcs the modern bays. 
It pleafes me, that Pope unlaureird goes, 
While Cibber wears the bays ior playhoufe profe» 
So Britain's monarch once uncover'd lat. 
While Bradlhaw bully 'd in a broad -brinyn'd hat. 

' Long live old Curl ! he ne'er to publifh feari^ 
Thefpeeches, verfes, and lail wills of peers," 
How oft has he a public fpirit fhown. 
And plea&'d our cstrs regardlef^ oi \\v^ c^\;\i\ 
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But to give merit due, though Curl*s the fame^ 
Are not his brothcr-bookfellers the fame ! 
C^n ftatutes keep the Britiih prels in awe. 
While that fells heft, that's moft againft the law ? 

Lives of dead players my leifure hours beg;uile^ 
And feflions-papers tragedizc my ftile. 
^Tis charming reading in Ophelia's life, 
So oft a mother, and not once a wife : 
She could with jutt propriety behave, 
Alive with peers, widi monarchs in her grave^ 
Jicr lot how oft ha\ e envious harlots wept t 
By prebends buryM, and. by generals kept I 

T' improve in morals Mandcville I read. 
And Tyndal's fcruples are my fctilcd creed,. 
I travelled early, and I foon faw through 
Religion all, e'er I was twenty-two, 
Shame, pain, or poverty fhall I endure. 
When ropes or opium can my eafe procure? 
When money's gone, j^nd I no debts can pa)fc^ 
Self-murder is an honourable way. 
As Pafaran direfts Pd end my life. 
And kill myfelf, my daughter, and my wift. 
Burn but that Bible which the Parfon quotes^ 
And men of fpirit all fhall cut their throats. 

But not to writings I confine my pen, 
I have a tafte for buddings, mufic^ men.. 
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Young traveJPd coxcombs mighty knowledge boaft, 

With fuperficial fmatterings at moft. 

No|; fo my mind, uufatisfied with hints^ 

Knows more than Budgel writes, or Roberts prints. 

I know the town, all houies I have feen. 

From High park corner down to Bednal-grcen, 

Sure wretched W ren was taught by building Jones, 

To murder mortar, and disfigure ftones ! 

Who in Whitehall can fymmetry dilcern? 

I reckon Covent-garden church a barn. 

Nor hate 1 lefs thy vile Cathedral, Paul ! 

The choir^s too big, the cupola's too fniall : 

Subftaotial walls and heavy roofs I like, 

^Tis Vanburgh's ftruftures that my fancy ftrlkc : 

Such, noble ruins ev'ry pile would make, 

I wifli they'd tumble for the profped*s fake. 

To lofty Chelfea or to Greenwich dome. 

Soldiers and failors all are welcomed home. 

Her poor to palaces Britannia bripgs, 

St James's hofpital may ferve for kings. 

Building fo happily I underftand, 

That for one houie Td mortgage all my land. 

Dorick, Ionic, ftall not there be found, 

But it /hall coft me threefcore thoufand pound. 

From out my honell workmen, TU feleft 

A bricklay Y, and proclaim him archited • 

Firft bid him build me a ftupendous dome, 

Which having finifli'd, we fct out for Rome; 

Take a week's view of Venice and the Brent ^ 

Stare round, /ec nothing, and coiut\v^mt cotiX^tvx.* 



* a fweet abode, j 

E^pence and alte ^Ing tike, ; 

A«d kn«^ '^T;« I couftantly attend, 

1 gaze Vuh pleafure on a ^^^^^^ 
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Oh could I vi€w, through London as T pafs. 
Some broad Sir Balaam in Cormthian brafs ! - 
High on a pcdeftal, ye freemen, place 
JHis magifterial paunch and griping face ; 
I-ett«r'd and gik, let him adorn Clieapfide, 
And grant the tradefman what a Ling*s deny*d. 

Old coins and medals I colled, 'tis true. 
Sir Andrew has 'em, and Til have 'em too. 
But among friends, if I the truth might fpeak^ 
I like the modern, and defpifc th' antique. 
Tho* in the draw'rs of my japan bureau, 
To Lady Gripeall I the Caefart Ihcw ; 
»Tis equal to her ladylhip or me, 
A copper Otho, or a Scotch baubee* 

Without Italian, or without an ear, 
To Bononcini's mufic I adhere : 
Mufic has charms to footh a favage beaft. 
And therefore proper at a fheriff»s f«aft. 
My foul has oft. a fecret pleafare found, 
In the. harmonious bagpipe's lofty found. 
Bagpipes for men, Ihriil German flutes for boys, 
I'm Englifh born, and love a grumbling noife. 
The ftage (hould yield the folemn organ's note^ 
And fcripture tremble in the eunuch'* throat. 
Let Senefino fing what David writ. 
And Hallelujahs charm the pious pit- 
Eager in throngs the town to Hefter came, 
And Ojratorlo was a lucky name/ 
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Thou, Heidcggre ! the Englifti tafle haft found; 
And rul'ft the mob of quality with found. 
In Lent, if mafquerades difpleafe the town. 
Call 'cm ridottocs, and they'll ftill go doWn : 
Go on, prince Phyz ! to pleafe the Britilh nation, 
Call ihy next mafquerade a Convocation, 

Bears, lions, wolves, and elephants I breed, 
And Philofophical Tranfaftions* read. 
Next lodge I'll be free-mafon ; nothing lefs, 
Unlefs I happen to be F. R. S. 

I have a palate, and fas yet) two cars. 
Fit company for Porters, or for Peers. 
Of ev'ry ufeful knowledge I»ve a (hare. 
But my top talent is a bill of fare. 
Sirloins and rumps of beef offend my eycf, 
Pleas»d with frogs fricaffce'd, and coxcomb-pies« 
Difbcs I chufe though little, yet genteel. 
Snails the firft courfe, and peepers crown the meaL 
Pigs heads with hair on much my fancy pleafe, p 
I lave young colly- flow'rs if (lew'd in cheefe, > 
And give ten guineas for a- pint of peas. j 

No tattling fervants to my table come, 
My Grace is Silence, and my waiter Dumb. 
Queer country puts extol Queen Befs's reign. 
And of lolt hofpitality complain. 
Say thcu, that do'ft thv father's table praife, 
Was there mahogany in former daysi 
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Oh! could a Britift Barony be fold ? 
I would "bright honour buy with dazling gold. 
Could I the privilege of peer procure, 
The rich I'd bully, and opprefs the poor. 
To give is wrong, but it is wronger ftill. 
On any terms to pay a tradefman's bill. 
I'd make the infolent mechanics ftay, 
And keep my ready-money all for play. 
I'd try if any pleafure could be found. 
In toiling up for twenty thoufand pound. 
Had I virhole counties, I to White's would go. 
And ftake lands, woods, and rivers, at a throw. 
But fliould I meet with an unlucky run, 
- And at a throw be glorioufly undone ; 
My debts of honour I'd difcharge the firft. 
Let all my lawful creditors be curft : 
My title would preferve me from arreft, 

And"fcizing hired horfes is a jeft. 

I'd walk the mornings with an oaken ftick. 

With gloves and hat, like my own footman Dick. 

A footman I would be, in outward fhow, 

In.fenfe arid education, truly fo. 

As for my head, it fhould ambiguous wear 

At once a periwig, and its own hair. 

My hair-Pd powder in the women's way, 

And drefs, and talk of drefSng, more than they. 

I'll pleafe the maids of honour, if I can ; 

Without biack-yelvet breeches, what is man ? 

I will my (kill in button-holes difplay. 

And brag how oft I Ihift mc eVrv i^at^* 

o ^"^^ 
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Shall I wear cloaths in aukward England in^de 
Or fveat in cloth, to help the woollen trade ? 
In French embroid'ry and in Flanders lace 
I'll fpend the income of a treafurer's place. 
Deard's bill for baubles fliall to thoufands mour 
And rd out-di'mond ev'n the Di'mond count. 
I would convince the world by tawdry cloath^^ 
That Velles arc lefs effeminate than beaux, 
And Dr Lamb fhould pare my lordlhip'9 toes. 

To boon companions I my time would givc^ 
With players, pinips, and p^rafites I'd live. 
I would with jockeys from Newmarket dine^ 
And to rough-riders give my choiceft wine. 
I would carefs.fome ilableman of not^ 
And imitate his language^ and his coat. 
My ev'nings all I would with {harpers fpend^ 
And make the thief-catcher my bofom friend* 
In Fig the prize-fighter by day delight. 
And fig) with CoUy Cibhcr ev^ry night. 

Should I perchance be fafhionably ill, 
I'd fend for ^ifaubin, and take his pilL 
1 fliould abhor, though in the utmoft need, 
Arbuthnot, HoUins, Wigan, Lee, or Mead: 
But if I found that I grew worfe and worfe^ 
I'd turn off Mifanbin, and .take a nurfe. 
How oft, when eminent Phyficians fail. 
Do good old wonjen's remedies prevail ? 
When beauty's gone, and CWoe'^ftxuck with ycj 
^j^cs Qic can couch, ox iiic cm tiTVTvs,^ ^^^* 
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Of graduates I diflike the learned rout. 
And ehufe a female dodor for the gout« 

Thus would I live, with no dull pedants cuts'd. 
Sure, of aU blockheads, fcholars are the word. 
Back to your univetfities, ye fools ! 
And dangle arguments on ftrings in fchools : 
Thofe fchools which univerfities they call, 
Twere well for England were there none at all. • 
With eafe that lofs the nation might fuftain. 
Supply' by "Goodman's Fields and Drury-Iane. 
Oxford and Cambridge are not worth one farthing. 
Compared to Haymarket, and Covent-garden : 
Quit thofe, ye Britifli youth, and follow thefe. 
Turn players all, and take your 'fquires degree?}. 
Boaft not your incomes now, as heretofore, 
Yc book-le^rn'd feats ! the theatres have more : 
Yc ftiff-rump'd heads of colleges be dumb, 
A finging eunuch gets a larger fum. 
Have fome of you thr^e hundred by the year. 
Booth, Rich, and Cibber, twice three thoufand clear;- 
Should Oxford to her fitter Cambridge join, 
A year's rack-rent, and arbitrary fine : 
Thence not one winter^s charge would be defray'd^. 
For playhoufe, opera, ball,, and mafquerade. 
Glad I congratulate the judging age, 
The jplayers are the world, the world the ftage.- 

I am a politican too, and hate 
Of mypmy, miniAers of ftate ;. 

O 2 "VJttv 
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I'm for an a£l, that he, who fev'n whcJe years 
Has ferv'd his king and country, lofe his ears. 

Thus from my birth I'm qualified, you find> 
To give the laws of Tafte to human kind. 
Mine are the gallant fchpmes of politefle, 
T*or books, and buildings, politics, and drefs* 
This is true Tafte^ and whofo likes it not. 
Is blockhead, coxcomb, puppy, fool, and iou 
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The FEMALE SEDUCERS. 

J 'THIS faid of widow, maid, and wife^ 

1 That honour is a woman's life \ 
Unhappy fex ! who only claim 
A being in the breath of fame ; 
Which tainted, not the quick'ning gales 
That fweep Sabaea's fpicy vales, 
Nor all the healing fweets reftore. 
That breathe along Arabia's fliore. 

The trav'ller, if he chance to ftray, 
May turn uncehfur'd to his way ; 
Polluted ftreams again are pure. 
And deeped wounds admit a cure ; 
But woman ! no redemption knows. 
The wounds of honour never clofe. 

Tho* diftant ev'ry hand to guide. 
Nor fJcilFd on life's tempeftuous tide. 
If once her feeble bark recede, 
Or deviate from the courfe decreed. 
In vain (he feeks the friendlefs fhore. 
Her fwifter folly flies before ; 
The circling ports againft her clofe, 
And fhut the wand'rer from repofe ; 
Till, by confliding wavea opprefs'd. 
Her found'ring pinnace finks to reft. 

Art there no oiFVings to atoiv^ 
For but a Snglc error ?«-l<one. 
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Tho' woman is avowed, of old, 
No daughter of celeilial mould, 
Het tempering not M^ithout allay. 
And form'd but of the finer clay. 
We challenge from the mortal dame: 
The ftrength angelic natures claim y 
Nay more ; for facred ftories tell. 
That ev'n immortal angels' fell. 

Whatercr fills the teeming fphere 
Of humid earth, and ambient air. 
With varying elements endu'd, 
Was form'd to fall, and rife renew*d. 

The ftars no fix'd duration know. 
Wide oceans ebb, again to fiow. 
The moon repletes her waining face, 
All beauteous, from her late difgrace, 
And funs, that mourn approaching nighty 
Refulgent rife with new-born light. 

In vaia may death, and time fubdue^ 
While nature mints her race anew. 
And holds fome vital fpark apart, 
Like virtue, hid in cv'ry heart j 
*Tis hence reviving warmth is feen. 
To clothe a naked world in green. 
No longef barred by winter's cold. 
Again die gates of life unfold ; 
Again each infed tries his wing. 
And lifts frefh pinions on the fpringi^ 
Again from every latent toot 
h^ yic bhdcd ftem aud VitAi^ ik^^W 
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Exhaling incenfe to the ikiedi 
Again to,peri{h, and to rife. 

And muft weak woman then difown 
The change, to which a world is prone ? 
In one meridian brightnefs (hine, 
And ne'er like ^y'ning funs decline ? 
'Refolv'd and firm alone ? ' ■ ' I s thU 
What we ..demand of woman ? Yes^^ 

But fliould the ipa;rk of veftal fire 
In feme unguarded hour expire, 
Or fhould the nightly thief invade . 
Hefperia's chafte and facred fhade. 
Of all the blooming /poil pofiefs'd> 
The dragon Honour charm'd to reft,. 
Shall virtue's flame no more return ? 
No more M^'ith virgin fplendor bum ? 
No more the ravag'd garden blow 
With fpring^ fucceeding bloffom?— No. 
Pity may mourn, but not reftore. 
And woipan falls — to rife no naorc. 

Within this fublunary fphere • 
,A country lies*- 'no matter where 5 
The clime may readily be found 
By all who treadpoetic ground, 
A ftream, call'd Life^ acrofs it gUdes^ 
And equally the land divides ; 
And here^ bf vice the province lies. 
And therci the hills of virtue rife. 

Upon a mountain's airy Hand, 
Wbofe Hjmmit Jocrk'd to cither UM> 
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An ancient pair their dwelling chofe, 
As well for profpeft, as repofe ; 
For mutual faith they long were faniM, 
And Temp'rancp, and Religion, nam'd. , 

A numerous jrogeny divine 
Confefs'd the honours of their line ; 
But in a little daughter fair, 
"Was centered more than half their care ; 
For Heav*n, to gratulate her birth, 
Gave figns of future joy to earth ; 
White was the robe this infant wore^ 
And Chaftity the name flie bore. 

As now the maid in ftature grew, 
(A flow'r juft opening to the view) 
Oft thro' her native lawns ihe ftray'd. 
And wreftling with the lambkins play'd 5 
Her Ipoks diffu(iv6 fweets bcqueath'd, 
The breeze ^ew purer as flie breath'd; 
The morn her radiant bltt(h afikm'd, 
The fpring with earlier fragrance blobm'd. 
And nature yearly took delight, 
Like her, to dreft the world in white. 
But when her rifing form was ktn 
To reach the crifis of fifteen,'* 
Her parents up^ the mountain's head. 
With anxious ftep th^ir darling led ; 
By turns they fnatch'd her to their brcaft, 
And thus the fears of age exprefs'd : 
0,f joyful caufe of ma.ny ^ c?a^\ 
^^ daughter too divinely ii«\ 
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Ton world, on this important day, 
Demands thee to a dangVous way ; 
A painful journey, all muft go, 
Whofe doubted period none can know i 
Whofe due dire^ion who can find. 
Where reafon*s mute, and fenfe is blind ? 
Ah, what unequal leaders thefe. 
Thro* fuch a wide, perplexing maze ! 
Then mark the warnings of the wife, 
Andl^^ri) what love and years advife. 

Far to the right thy profpefl: bend. 
Where yonder towering hills afccnd ; 
Lo, there the arduous paths in view # 

Which Virtue, and her fons purfuej * 
With toil o'er lefs'hing earth they rife, - . " 

And gain, and gain upon the ikies. ^ ; ' 

Narrow's the way her children tread, 
No walk for pleafure (moothly fpread^ 
But rough, and difficuk, and ijteep. 
Painful to climb^ and hard to kcq). 

Fruits immature thofe lands difpenjCey 
A food indelicate to fenfe, ■ 

Of tafte unpleafant ; yet from thofe 
Pure health, with c^arful vigour flows^ 
And ftren^^ unfeeling of decay, 
Throughout the long, laborious way. 

Hence, as .they fcale that heav'nly road, 
Each limb is lightened of its load ; 
From earth refining ftill they go, 
And leave the mortal weight beloN^ \ 
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Then fpreads the ftrait, the doubtful clears. 
And fmooth the rugged path appears ; 
For cuftom turns fatigue to eafe. 
And, taught by virtue, pain can pleafe. 

At length, the toilfome journey o'er, 
And near the bright, celeftial fhore, 
A gulph, black, fearful, and profound. 
Appears, of eidier world the bound. 
Through darknefs leading up to light y 
Senfe backward ihrinks^ send (huns the fight i 
For there the tranfitory ^rain, 
Of time, and forni^ and cafe, and pain^ 
And matter's grofs incumb'ring maft, 
Ma^'s late aflbciates, capnot pafs^ 
But finking, quit th' immortal charge;, 
And leave the wondVing foul at large ; 
Lightly flic wings her envious way, 
And mingles with eternal day. 

Thither, O thither wing thy fpeed, 
Tho' pleafure charm, or pain inipedc ; 
Tofuch thr' all-bounteous PoVr has giv'n, 
For prefent earth, a future heav'n 5 
For trivial lofs, unmcafur'd gain ^ 
And endlefs blifs, for tranfient paia« 

Then fear, ah f fear to turn thy fight * 

Where yonder flow'ry fields invite: 

Wide on the left the path-^ay bends, 

And with pernicious eafe defcends ; 

There, fweet to. fcnfe, tod fair to flicw^ 

Ncwphntcd Edens fcem to \Aon?^ 

It 
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Trees, that delicious poifon bear, 
For death is vegetable there. 

Hence is the frame of health unbrac'd 
Each (inew ilack'ning at the tafte. 
The foul to paffion yields her throne. 
And fees with organs not her own ^ 
While, lile the flutab'rcr in the ijigh^ 
Pleas'd with the fhadowy dream of light. 
Before her alienated eyes 
The fccnes of fairy-land arife; 
The puppet world's amufing fhow. 
Dipt in ^e gaiiy«coIour'd tK}w, 
Sceptres, and wreaths, and glitt'ring things. 
The toys of infants, and of kings, 
That tempt, along the baneful plain. 
The idly wife, and lightly vain. 
Till, verging on the gulphy fhore. 
Sudden they fink — and rife no more. 

But lift to what thy fates declare ; 
Tho' thou art woman, frail as fair. 
If once thy Aiding foot fhould ftray. 
Once quit yon h^^v'n-appointed way, 
Vor thee, loft maid, for thee alone, 
Nor pray'rs (hall plead, nor tears atone 5 
Reproadk, fcorn, infamy, and hate, 
On thy^returning fteps {hall wait. 
Thy form be loath'd by ev'ry eye. 
And every foot thy prefence fly. 

TJius ^rm*d with words of pottivl to>\Tv^^ 
i/^e ^UrirJian angels plac'd 3LTouivd> 
2 ^ 
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A charm, by truth diyinely caft. 
Forward our young adventurer pafs'd. 
Forth from her facred eye-lids fent, , 
Like mom, fore-running, radiance went. 
While Honour, hand-maid late affign'dy 
Upheld her lucid train behind. 

Awe-ftruck the much-admiring crowd 
Before the virgin rifion boVd, . . 

Gaz'd with an ever-new delight,' 
And caught frefh virtue at the fight ; 
For not of earth^s unequal frame 
They deem the heaVn-cpmpounded Dame ; 
If matter, fure the moft refin'd. 
High wrought, and tempered into mind. 
Some darling daughter of the day. 
And body'd by her native ray. 

Where-^'er (he paflea, thoufands bend,. 
And thoufands, where (he moves, attend ^ 
Her ways obfervant eyes confefi, 
Her fteps purfuing praifes blefs i 
While to die elevated Maid 
Oblations, as to Heaven, axe paid. 

*Twas on an ever-blithefome day. 
The jovial birth of rofy May, 
When genia]i warmth, no more fupprefs*d. 
New melts the froft in ^'ry breaft. 
The cheek with'fecret flufhing dies ; 
And looks kind diings from chafteft eyes; 
72e fun with heaUhiet v\fa%e ^o^%^ 
^Afidc Jus dowfcd keiQiuci lia^HiH 
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And dances up tii\ ethereal pkin^ 
Where late he m*d to climb with pain,. 
While nature, as from bonds fet free. 
Springs out, and gives a loofe to glee. 

And now, fot momentary reft, 
The nymph her travelFd ftep reprefsM, 
Juft tum'd to view the ftage attained. 
And gloryM in the height flie gain'd. • 

Out-ftretch'd before her wide furvey 
The realms of fweet perdition lay, 
And pity touch'd her foul with woe. 
To fee a world fo loft below j 
When ftraight the breeze began to breathe 
Airs, gently wafted from beneath. 
That bore commii&on'd witchcraft thence, 
And reach'd her fympathy of fenfe ; 
Nb founds of difcord, that diff lofe 
A people funk and loft in woes, 
But as of prefent good pofiefs'd. 
The very triumph of the blefs'd. 
The maid \n rapt attention hung, 
While thus approaching Sirens fung : 
Hither, faireft, hither hafte, 

Brighteft beauty, come and tafte, 

What the pow'rs of blifs unfold, 

Joys too mighty to be. told ; 

Tafte what extafies they give, 

Dymg raptures tafte and live. 
Li thy lap, difdaining mc^iutt^ 
Nature C22ipties all hex Xiwtwe> . ^ 
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Soft defires, that fwectiy langnifb^ 
Fierce delights, that rife to anguifli i 
Fairefty doft thou yet delay ? 
Brighteft beauty come away. 

Lift not, when the froward chide. 
Sons oif pedantry and pride, 
Snarlers, to whofe feeble fenfe 
April's funfliine is oSenct ; 
Age and envy will advife 
Ev'n againft the joy they prize. 

Come, in pleafure*s balmy bowl 
Slake tlie thirftings of thy foul. 
Till thy raptur'd pow'rs are fainting 
With enjoyment paft the painting ; 
Faireft, doft thouyet delay ? 
Brighteft beauty, come away. 
So fung the Sirens, as of yore. 
Upon the falfe Aufonian (hore ^ 
And O ! for that preventing chain. 
That bound Ulyffes on the main, 
That fo our Fair. One might withftaiid 
The covert ruin, now at hand. 

The fong her charmed attention drew,. 
When now the tempters ftood in view ; 
. Curiofity, with prying eyes. 
And hands of bufy, bold emprife ; 
Like Hermes, feather'd were her feet,. 
And, like fore-running fancy, fleet ; 
Bjr fearch untaught, by toW \Mi\5a^^^ 
To novelty /he itiH afpVtMj 
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Taftelefs of evcqr good poffefs'd, 
And but in explanation bleft. 

With her, aflbciate, Pkafurc came, 
[ Gay Pleafure^ frolic4oving dame, 
I Her mein,. all fwimming in delight, 
I Her beauties half reveal'd to fight 5 
I liOofe floVd her garments from the ground, • 

And caught Ac luffing wind^ around. 

As erft Medufa's looks were known 

To turn beholders into ftone, 

A dire rcverfion here they felt, 

And in the jcye of Pleafure melt. 

Her glance with fweet perfuafion charm'd, 

UnnerV'd the ftrong, the fteel'd difarm'd ; 

No fafcty ev'n the flying find. 

Who, vent'rous, look but once behind. 

Thus was the much-admiring Maid, 
While diftant, more than half betray'd. 
With fmilesy and adulation bland. 
They join'd her fide, and feiz*d her hand 5 
Their touch cnvcnom'd fweets inftill'd. 
Her frame with new pulfations thriird 5 
While half confenting, half denying, 
Reludant now, and now complying, 
' Amidft a war of hopes and fears, 
I "Of trembling wifhes, fmiling tears, 
I Still down, and down, the winning pair 
CompcU'd the ftruggling, yielding Fair. 
As when fomc ftately vcflel, bound 
7oA/ea Arabm's diftant ground, 
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Borne from her cotorfes, haply lights 

Where Barca's flow*ry clime invites, 

Conceard around whofe treachVous land 

Lurk the dire rock, and dangerous fand ; 

The pilot warns, with fail and oar 

To fhun the much-fufpcfted (hore, 

In vain I the tide, too fubtly ftrong, 

Still bears the wreftling bark along, 

*Till found'ring, /be refigns to fate, 

And finks, o'erwhelm'd, with all her freight* 

So, baffling ev*ry bar to fin. 
And Heaven's own pilot, placed within^ 
Along the devious, fmooth defcent. 
With powVs increafing as they went. 
The dames, accuftom'd to fubdue, 
As with a rapid current drew. 
And o*er the fs^al bounds conveyed 
The loft, th^ long reludant Maid. 

Here ftbp, ye fair ones, and beware,. 
Nor fend ryour fond afiedibns tbere^ 
Yet, yet your darling, now depJor'd, 
May turn, tjo you and heaven reftor'd ? 
Till then, with weeping Honour wait. 
The fervant of her better fate, 
With Honour, left upon the fhore^ 
Her friend and handmaid now no mores 
Nor, with the guilty world, upbraid 
The fortunes of a Mrretch betray'd 5 
But o'er her failing caft a veil, 
JiemembYing, yo\i yourfcVvts «tt IxiiV. 
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some wealthy -fe^fijj^^^^^^^ 

^ere fcl^* t^Toi\oys away l 
):„d fteal his hoard o* n^^s ftreams, 

bf pearl, and quarry ^^ ^,,c, 

And ftandsaU rapt ^ ^efpotl'd 
i But wakens, txaVcd,^*J^adt^^^^^^ 
\ Of that, for wh^h^^y„^,f,,e flown. 

» And turn d,l*J^f,^rc and void. 
VTi&^tXi, ^"^""^Z^A all deftroy d. 

Thefe, Vitt^ !vS5n.topt KiUs hehmd . 
Vrho-le.'e thy hca _,,^em9, hide, 
Shademe.ycp^^^/^e.fhecrfd. 
Te tnountains. c ^^.^.^ ^„ l,,gh, 

^ H,, trumpet Slan. 

And told t^^;^^"|i,Uvlng dart. 
Contempt dilcftarg . 
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Officious Shame, her handmaid new. 
Still tum*d the mirror to her view, 
While thofe, in crimes the dcepelj: dy'd, , 
Agproach'd to whiten at her fide. 
And cv'ry lewd, infuUing d^me 
Upoin her folly rofe to fame* 

What fhould (he do? Attempt ^njce-inpje 
To gain the late-defe.rte4 fliprc ? 
So trufting, back the- Mourner flew, > 
As faft the t^ain of fiends purfue. 

Again the farther ^ihore's attained. 
Again the land of Virtue gain'd i 
But echo gathers in ijie wind. 
And fliewar her 4nitant Foes behind. 
Amaz'd, ,with head|ong ipeed fhe tend^. 
Where late flic left an hpft of friends } 
Alas ! thofe fliri^king friends decline. 
Nor longer own that form^ divine. 
With fear they mark the following cry^ 
And from the lonely Trembler fly. 
Or backward drive bcf on the coaft. 
Where peace was wreck'd, and honour IqSu 
Trom earth, thus hoping aid in vain. 
To Heav'n, not daring to complain. 
No truce by hoidile clamour giv*n. 
And from the face of friendftip driven. 
The Nymph funk proftrate on the groun^. 
With all her weight of woes around. 

Enthron'd within a circling iky. 
Vjpaa a mount, o'er mounUiTv^ ^^^* 



All radiant fate, as in a fliriney- 
Virtu^^ firft effluence divine $ > 
Far, far above the fcenes of woe. 
That (hut this^ cloud*wrapt world below \ • 
Superior goddefs, eflence bright. 
Beauty of uncreated light, - 
Whom fliould mortality furvey. 
As doom'd upon a certain day. 
The breath of frailty muft expire. 
The World diffolve in living fire, 
The gems 'of heav'n, and folar flame; 
Be quench'd by her eteriial beam, 
And nature, quickening in her eye, 
To rife a new-born phoenix, die. 

Hence, itareveard to mortal view, 
A veil around her form (he threw. 
Which three fad fillers of the fliade, 
Pain, Care,' and Melancholy, made. 

Thro' this her all-enquiring eye. 
Attentive from her ftation high, 
' Beheld, abandon'd to defpair. 
The ruins of her favorite fair ; 
And with a voice, wbofe awfiil found 
Appal'd the guilty world around. 
Bid the tuWultuous winds be ftill. 
To numbers boVd each lift'ning hill, 
Uncurrd the furging of the main. 
And fmooth'd the thorny bed of pain ; - 
The golden liarp of heav'n (he ftrun^^ 
And thus the tuneful goddeC^ {>^% ; 
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Lovely Penitent, arife^ 
Come, and claim thy kindred AitSj 
Come, thy lifter angels iay 
Tho4 haft wept thy ftains away* 

Let experience now decide 
'Twixt the good and evil try'd. 
In the fmooth, enchanted ground. 
Say, unfold the treafurcs found. 

Struftures, raisM by morning dreamsj 
Sands, that trip the flitting ftreams, 
Down, that anchors on the air. 
Clouds, that paint their changes there* 

Seas, that fmpothly dimpling lie^ 
While the ftorm impends on high, 
SheVing, in an obvious glafs, 
Joys that in pofleflion pafs> 

Tranfient, fickle, light, and gayj^. 
Flatt'ring, only to betray j 
What, alas, can life contain ! 
Life ! like all its circles— —vain.. 

Will the ftork, intending reft. 
On the billow build her neft f 
Will the bee demand his ftore 
From the bleak and bladelefs Ihore i 
* Man alone, intent to ftray. 
Ever turns from wifdom's way. 
Lays up wealth in foreign land, 
Sows the fea, and plows the fand. 
Soon this elemental rnafe, . 
Soon th' incumb'iiiv^ W)iWk.ft«5\^^fei 
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Form be wrapt in wafting ^re. 
Time be fpent, and life expire. 

Thenj ye bosjted works of men^ 
Ay here is your afyhim then ? 
Sons of plcafur«, fons of care, 
Tell me, mortals^ tell mc where ? . 

Gone, lilce traces on the deep. 
Like a fceptre grafp*d in ileep. 
Dews, exhaled from morning glades. 
Melting fnows, and gliding ihades. 

Pafs the world, and what's behind ? 
Virtue's gold, by fire nefin'd ; 
From an univerfe dcprav'd. 
From the^ wreck of -nature fav'd. 

Like the life-fupporting grain. 
Fruit of patience, and of pain. 
On the fwain's autumnal day, 
Winnow*d from the chafFaway. 

Little trembler, fear no more. 
Thou haft plenteous crops in ftorc. 
Seed, by genial forrows ibwii. 
More than all thy fcomers own. 

What tho' hoftile earth defpife, 
Heav'n beholds with gentler eyes ; 
Heav'n thy friendlefs ftcps fliaU guide. 
Cheer thy hours, and guard thy fide. 

When the fatal trump Ihall found, 
When th' immortals poux ^lowxvd^ 
Heav'n /hail thy return atteft.^ 
Hail'd by myriad^ of the \Ad^'^. 



V^^: 
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Little native of the Ikiesj 
Lovely penitentj^ arifc j 
Calm thy bofom, clear thy brow^w 
Virtue is thy fitter now* 

More delightful are my woes 
Than the rapture pleafure knows : 
Richer far the weeds I bring. 
Than the robes that grace a king. 

On my wars, of ihorteft date, 
Crowns of endlefs triumph wait ; 
On' my dares a period blefs'd ; 
On my toils, eternal reft^ 

Come, with Virtue at thy fide. 
Come, be evVy bar defy'd, 
'Till' we gain our native (hore, 
Sifter, come, and turn no more. 






^ ■ iffir^'OT ^ 



Description tfa PAuwifPooRHousB.^—— Visit 
frem the Apothecary.— —rCi«£RGTA€A^.«-—« 
The Poor. Man's Funerai.. 

T HEIR'S h pri houfe that hiJlds the pariihpoor, 
Whofe walls of oiud fcarce bear the broken 
door; 
TJiere, t^licrc the putrid vapours flagging play. 
And the duU Mrheel hums dolefiii through the day j 
There children dwell who know no parents' care; 
Parents, ^o know no children's love, dwell there 5 
Heart-broken matrons on their joylefs bed, 
Forfaken wives, ^and mothers never wed; 
Dejected widows.with unheeded tears. 
And crippled age with more than childhood-fears ; 
The lame, the blind, and, far the happieft they ! 
The moping idiot, and the mitdman gay. 

Here too the fick their final doom recieivc. 
Here brought amid the fcencs of grief, to grieve 1 
Where the loud groans fromfome fad chamber flow, 
Mixt withthe clamours of the crowd below ; 
Here forrowing, they each .kindred forrow fcan. 
And the cold Parities of man to man. 
Whofe laws indeed for ruin'd age provide. 
And ftrong compulfion plucks the fcrap from pride ; 
But ftill that icrap is bought with m?Ltv>} ^ ?\^^ "^ 
^nd pride embitters what k^arft Aw^» 
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Say ye, oppreft by fpme fantaftic woes, 
Some jarring nerve that baffles your repofe ; 
Who prefs the downy couch, while flaves adv 
With timid eye, to read the .diftant glance ; 
Who witih fad prayers the weary doStor teaze 
To name the namelefs eKr-new 4ifeafe ; 
Who with mock patience dire complaints end 
Which real pain, and that aJLoj^e x:aiL cure i 
flow would ye bear in real pain id lie, 
Defpis'd, neglefted, left alone to die ? 
How would ye bear to draw your lateft breath 
Where all that's wretched paves the way for de; 
. Such is that room which one rude beam divi 
And naked rafters form the floping fides $ 
Where the vile "bands that bind the thatch arc f 
And lath and mud is all that lie between j 
Save one duU pane, that, coarfcly patck'd, gives 
To the rude tempeft, yet excludes the day : 
Here, on; a matted flock, with duft o'erfpread. 
The drooping wretch reclines his languid hcaci 
For him no hand the cordial cup applies. 
Nor wipes the tear that ftagnatcs in his eyes; 
No friends with foft difconrfe his pain beguilcj 
Nor promife hope till ficknefs wears a fmile. 

But foon a loud and hafty fummons calls. 
Shakes the thin roof, and echoes round the wal 
Anon a figure enters> quaintly neat, 
AH pride and bufinefs, buftle and conceit } 
With looks unalter'd by thefe fcenes of woe. 
With /peed that, enteimg, {^^^V.%\a%V^Su^Na 
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He bids the gazing throng around him fly. 
And carries fate and phyfic in his eye ; 
A potent quack, long vers'd in human ills, 
Who firft infults the viftim whom he kills ; 
WTiofe murd'rous hand a drowfy bench protefl:. 
And whofe moft tender mercy is negleft. 

Paid by the parifh for attendance here, 
He wears contempt upon his fapient fneer ; 
In hafte he fejeks the bed where mifery lies, 
In^>atience mark'd in his averted eyes ;* x 

And, fome habitual queries hurried o'er. 
Without reply, he rufhes on the door : 
H18 drooping patient, long inur'd to pain. 
And long. unheeded, knows remonftrance vain ; 
He ceafes now the feeble help to crave 
Of man, and mutely haftens to die grave, 
t But ere his death fome pious doubts arifc. 
Some fimple fears which ** bold bad** men defpife j 
Fain would he alk the parifh prieft to prove 
Hi« title certain to the joys above j 
For this he fends the murmuring nurfe, who calls 
The holy ftranger to thefe difmal walls ; 
And doth not he, the pious man, appear. 
He, " paflTmg rich with forty pounds a year ?" 
Ah ! -no, a ihepherd of a different ftock, 
And far unliko him, feeds this little flock ; 
A jovial youth, who thinks his funday's taflc 
As much as God or man can fairly aflc ; 
The reft he gives to love, ai\d.\?Saoux%\\<^\.^ 
To Helds the morning, and to lea&% xiciR tcv.^^.% 

R ^'^^ 
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None better fkill'd the noify pack to guide. 
To urge their chace, to cheer them or to chide ; . 
Sure in his (hot, his game he feldom mift, 
And feldom faiFd to win his game at whift ; 
Then, while fuch honours bloom around his head, 
Shall he fit fadly by the fick man's bed, 
To raife the hope. he feels not, or with zeal 
To coQibat fears that ev'n the pious feel ? 

Up yonder hill, behold how ftdly flow 
The bier moves winding, from the vale below ; 
There lie the happy dead, from trouble free. 
And the glad parifh pays, the frugal fee ; 
No more, oh ! Death, thy^viftim ftarts tp.hear 
Chutcliwarden ftern^ or kingly overfecr 5 
No more the farmer gets bis humble bow. 
Thou art. his lord, the bed of tyrants thou ! i 

Now to the church behold the mQum^rs coQ^ei 
(Sedately torpid, and devoutly dumb ; 
The vfilgge children now their games .fufpo^d. 
To fee the bier that bears their ^nciient friend $ 
for b^' was onfs in all their idle fport, 
And like a moi^arch rurd theij little court j 
The pliant bow he. form'd, the flying ball^ 
The bat, the wicket, ^ were his, labours all ; 
Him now they follow to hi? grave, and ftand 
Silent and fad, and gazing) b^^nd ji^ hand ; 
While bending low, their eager eyes explore 
The mingled relicks of the pari(h poor : 
The bell tolls late, the moping owl flies rounds 
JFcd^ mark^ the flight, ^xA magcCA^^ \!!cw^ WtA\ 
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I^e bufy prieft, detained by weightier care. 
Defers his duty till die day of prayer ; 
And waiting long, the crowd retire diftreft, 
T(f think a poor man's;boheg ihould lie unbleft. 



Apology fok ^Vagrants. 

F0R him, who, loft to ev^ry hope of life. 
Has long with fortune held unequal ftrifc, 
Known to no human love, no human care. 
The friendlefs, homelefs objeft of defpair 5 
For- the poor vagrant, feel, while he complains, 
Nor from fad freedom fend to fadder chains. 
Alike, if folly or misfortune brought 
Thofe laft of woes his evil days have wrought ; 
Believe with focial mercy, and with me. 
Folly's misfortune in the firft degree. 
Perhaps on fome inhofpitable fliore 
The houfelefs wretch a widow'd parent bore ; 
Who, then, no more by golden profpefts led, 
Of the poor Indian begg'd a leafy bed. 
Cold-on Canadian hills, or Minden's plain. 
Perhaps that parent moum'd her foldier flain ; 
Bento'er her babe, her eye diflbVd in dew, 
The big drops mingling with the milk he drew. 
Give the fad prefage of his future years, 
The child of mifery, baptiz'd in tears ! 

R 2 Tfet 



The Incurious. A Tale. 

AVirtuofo had a mind to fee '\ 

One that would never difcontented be, > 
But in a carelefs way to all agree ; J 

He had a fervant much oi JEff>p'*s kind, *) 

Of perfonage uncouth, but fprightly mind : ^ , 
HutnpuSy fays he, I order that you find j 

Out fuch a man, with fiich a charafter. 
He, in this paper now I give you here,. 
Or 1 will lug your ears, or crack your pate, *) 
Or rather you fhall meet with a worfe fate, > 
For I will break your back, and fet you ftrait. y 
Bring him to dinner. Huwpus foon withdrew. 
Was fafe, as having fuch a one in view. 
At Covent^GarJen dial, whom he found 
Sitting with thoughtlefs air, and look pYofound.^ 
Who folitary giaping without care, 
Seem'd to fay, who is't will go any where ? 
Says HumpuSy Sir, my mafter bad me pray 
Your company to dine with him to-day. 
He fnufFs j then follows, up the ftairs he goes. 
Never pulls off his hat, nor cleans his flioes. 
But looking round him, faw a handfome room. 
And did not much repent that he was come; 
Clofe to the fire he draws an elbow-chair,^ 
And lolling eafy does for fleep prepare* 
In comes the family, but he fits ftiil, 
Thinksj let them take the othcx cU-^lx^ \3aaX mil. 



I 
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rhe mailer thus accofts him, " Sir, you're wet 

* Pray have a cufiiion underneath your feet. 

Thinks he, if I do fpoil it, need I care ? 

' fee he has eleven more to fpare, 

dinner's brought up^ the wife is bid retreat, 

\nd at the upper end muft be his feat. 

This is not very ufual thinks the clown, 

5ut is not all the family his own ?• 

^nd why fliould I, for contradift ion V fake, 

Lofe a good dinner, which he bids me take ? 

[f from his table -fhe difcarded be, 

W^hat need I care, there is the more for me. 

Ai'ter a while the daughter's bid to ftand, ^ 

A.nd bring him whatfoever he'll command, r ' 

rhinksvhej the better from the fairer hand. .; 

Foung mafter next muft rife to fiU him wine, 

A.nd ftarve himfelf to fee the booby dine. 

He does 't. The father alks, what have you there t 

How dafe you give a ft ranger vinegar ? 

Sir, ^twas Champaigne I gave him •, Sir, indeed ! 

Take him and fcourge him 'till the rafcal bleed ; 

Don't fpare him for his- tears nor age : I'll try 

If cat and nine tails can excufe a lye. 

Thinks the clown, that 'twas wine I do believe : 

But fiieh young rogues are apteft to deceive ; 

He's none of mine, but his own fleih and blood. 

And how know I but't may be for his good ? 

When the defert came on, and jellies brought, 

Then was the difmal fcene of finding faulty 



The/ were fuch hideous, filthy j^^o\^'Yvow^'^.>aS'i 
'uouldaot be raU'd at, nor rc-vw^'A c^Q^^^• 



■Jlt^YV^^^ 
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Humpus was afk'd who made 'em. Trembling hci 

Said, ** Sir, it was my lady gave 'em me**' 

I'll take care flie fhall no more poifon give, 

I'll burn'the witch j 'ti'n?t fitting fhe fhould live;. . 

Set faggots in the court, I'll make her fry. 

And pray, good Sir, may't pleafe you to be by. 

Then fmiling, fays the clown, upon my life, 

A pretty fancy this to burn one's wife ! 

And fince that really is your defign. 

Pray let me juft ftep home, and. fetch you mine* - 



The. Three Warnings.^ A Tale. - 

TIE tree of deepeft root is found 
Lead willing ftill to quit the ground ; .. 
'Twas therefore faid, by ancient fages. 

That love of life increased with years 
So much, that in our latter ftages, 
When pains grow fharp, and ficknefs rages, « 

The greateft. love of life appears. 

This great .afFeftion to believe. 
Which all confefs, but few believe. 
If old aflertions can't prevail, 
Be pleas'd to hear a modem tale. 

When fports went round, and all were gay, 'v 
On neighbour Dobfon's wedding-day,' 
Death call'd afide the jocund groom 
With him into another room ; 
And looking grave, * You muft,' fays he, 
/ Quit your fweet bride, ?avd com^ VvfictTci^;'— 
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ith you ! and .quit my Sufan's fide ! ' 
Afth you P the haplefs hufband cry'di 
)ung as I am ! 'Tis monftrous hard ! 
ifideS) in truth) I'm nolrprepar'd : 
Y thoughts on other matters go, 
lis is my weddii^-^igh^ you know/ 
Tiat more he urg'd I havenot heard, 
reafons could not well be itronger ? 
) Death the poor delinquent fpar'd, 

left t(> Kre a. little longer, 
calling up a ferious look, 
hour-glafs trembled while, he fpoke, 
tighhour^^he faid,' 'iarewel } no more 
aU Death difturb your mirthful hour : 
id farther, to avoid all blame 

cruelty upon my name, 
) give you time for preparation, 
id fit you for your fixture ftation, 
iree feveral Warnings you fhall have, 
fore you're funmion'd to*the grave : 
tiling for once I'll quit my prey, 
A.nd grant a kind reprieve ^ 
hopes you'll have no more to fay, 
t when I call again this way, 
WeU„pIeas'd Ae .world will leave.* 
> thefe conditions both coniented, 

.parted perfeftly contented. 

hat next the hero of our tale befel, 

long he Uv'd, how wife, how wcUi 
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How roundly he purfu'd his courfc, 

And fmoak'd his pipe, and ftrok'd hi3 horfcj^. 

The willing raufe (hall tell : ' 
He chaffer 'd then, he bought, he fold. 
Nor once perceiV'd his growing old, 

Nor thought of Death as near 5 
His friends not falfe, his wife no ftire^^ 
Many his gains, his children few. 

He pafs'd his hours in peace : 
But while he view'd his wealth increaifi^ 
While thus along Life's dufty road 
The beaten track content he trod. 
Old Time, whofe hafte no mortal fpare^ 
Uncaird, unheeded, unawares. 

Brought on his eightieth year. 

And now, one night, in mufing moodf 
As all alone he fate, 
Th' unwelcome -meffcnger of Fate 

Once mdre before him flood. 

Half kill'd with anger and furprizQ^ 

* So foon returned !' x?ld Dobfon cries. 

* So foon, d'ye call it !' Death replies.; 
' Surely, my friend, you're but in jell ! 

* Since I was. here before 

* 'Tis fix-and-thirty years, at lead, . 

* And»you are now fourfcore. 

* So much the worfe,' the clown rejoin'd.; 

* To fparc the aged would be kind : 

* However, fee your fearch be legal j ^ 
*'.And 7our authority — Vs'txt^^U 
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Elfe you are come on a fool's errand^ 
With buit a Secretary*3 warrant. 
Befides, you promisM me Three Warnings, 
Which I have look'd for nights and mornings f 
But for that lofs of time and eafe, 
I can recover damages.' 
^ I know,' cries Death, * that, at jhe beft, 
I feidom am a welcome gueft ; 
But don't be captious, friend, at leafl : 
I little thought you'd ftill be able 
To ftump about your farm and ftable ; 
Your years have run to a great length ; 
I wifh you joy, tho', of your ftrength !' 

* Hold,' fays the farmer, * not fo faft, 
I have been lame thefe four years pad.' 

* And no great wonder,' Death replies ; 
However, you ftill keep your eyes ; 
And fure, to fee one's loves and friends. 
For legs and arms would make amends.' 

* Perhaps,' fays Dobfon, * fo it might, 
But latterly I've loft my fight.' 

* This is a (hocking ftory, faith ; 

Yet there's fome comfort ftill,' fays Death : 
Each ftrives your fadnefs to amufe } 
I warrant you hear all the news.' 

* There's none,' cries he ; * and if there were, 
Fm grown fo deaf, I could not hear.' 

* Nay, thenl' the fpeftre ftern rejoin'd, 

* Thefe are unjuftifiable yearnings; 
« If 70U are Lame, and Deaf, atvi.'BXm^, 
/ You've had your TKree tu&ci^tCt'N^'^^wa'^ 
S 
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* So come along, no more we'll part :' 
He faid, andtouch'd him with his dart ; 
And now, old Dobfon turning pale. 
Yields to his fate — fo ends my tale. 

The Peasant and his Ass. A Tale. 

AS on the road a peafant drove his afs. 
He fpy'd a meadow rich in grafs ; 
And tho* he had no right to do it. 
He dar'd the pound, and turn'd the beaft into i 

The jack-afs charm'd at fuch a treat. 
With choice to crop, and time to eat, 

Graz'd here and there the field all over j 
Then pranc'd, and rear'd, and tofs't his head. 
And in the thick on't made his be4. 
Like one that's mirs'd in clover. 
Amidft this jubilee the foe appears 5 
The clown cries out, Hafte, hafte away ! 

At which our afs prick'd up his ears. 
And bray'd. No, friend, I choofe to (lay. ; 
Will thofe folks load a double pack 
Upon my back ? 

Why, no : then what is it to me> 

If I belong to them or thee ? • 

You may by flight your freedom fave 
If you difdain to be a flave : 

For me, it is no new difafter 5 

Nor do I know 
The thing that I can call my foe* 
. £jfcept my ma&ci. 



THE 

COTTER^s SATURDAY NIGHT. 
INSCRIBED TO R. A****, Efq ; 



Let not Jmbition m9ck their ufeful tolly 
Their h9mely joys, and dejliny ohfcure ; 

Nsr Grandeur hear^ with a difdainful fmile^ 
Thejbort andjimple annals of the Poor, 

Gray, 



MY lov'd;, my honored, much refpefted friend. 
No mercenary Bard his homage pays \ 
With honeft, pride, I fcorn each felfifli end, 

My deareft meed, a friend's efteem and praife : 
To you I (ing, in fimple Scottifli lays, 

The /ow/y train in life's fequefter*d fcene ; 
The native feelings ftrong, the guilelefs ways, 
What A**** in a Cottage would have been 5 
Ah ! tho' his worth unknown, far happier there I. 
ween ! 

November chill blaws loud wi* angry fugh 5 
The Qiort'ning winter-day is near a clofe ; 

The miry beafts retreating frae the pleugh ; 
The bh^k'aing trains o' Qraw^ lo xii^vt x^w^-^^ 

S 7, "t^ 
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The toil-worn COTTER frae his labor goes. 
This night his weekly moil is at an end, 

Colle£ls his fpades^ his mattocks and his hoes. 
Hoping the i»or« in eafe and reft to fpend. 

And weary, o'er the moor, his courfe does hamc* 
ward bend. 

At length his lonely Cpt appears in view. 

Beneath the flielter of an aged ipree ; 
The expectant wee" things^ toddlan, ftacher through 

To meet their Dad^ wi* flichterin noife and glee. 
His wee-bit ingle, blinkan bonilie. 

His clean hearth-ftane, his thrifty WifieU fmile, 
The l\fping infant^ prattling on his knee. 

Docs a' his weary kiaugb and care beguile. 
And makes him quite forget his labor and his toil. 
Belyve, the elder bairns come drapping in. 

At Service out, amang the Farmers roun' j 
Some ca* the pleugh, fome herd, fome tentie rin 

A cannie errand to a neebor town : 
Their eldeft hope, their Jenny, woman-grown. 

In youthfu* bloom. Love fparkling in her e'e. 
Comes hame, perhaps, to (hew- a braw new gown. 

Or depofit her fair-won penny-fee. 
To help her Parents dear, if they in hardlhip be. 
"With joy unfeign'd, brothers and Jlfifrs meet. 

And each for other's weclfare kindly fpiers : 
The focia) hours, fwift-wingM, unnotic'd fleet j 

]Bach tells the uncos that he fecrf or hears. 
Thi? y treats partial eye their hopeful years i 
y^inticipation forward poinU xiv^ nHrw \ 
^be Mother ^ wi* her needle «a^\iei\ ^^^> _ 



THE cotter's SATURDAY NtGHT. I4I 

Gars auld claes look amaift as weeFs the new ; 
The Father mixes a' wi* admonition due. 

Their Mailer's and their Miftrefs's command, 
The youngkers a* are warned to obey ; 

And mind tlieir labors wi' an eydent hand, 
And ne'er, tho' out o' fight, to j auk or play : 

* And O ! be fure to fear the LORD alway ! 

* And mind your fluty ^ duely, morn and night I 

* Left in temptation's path ye gang aftray, 

* Implore his counfil and aflifting might .• 

* They never fought in vain that fought the LORD 

* aright.' 

But hark ! a rap comes gently to the door ; 

Jenny y wha kens the meaning o' the fame. 
Tells how a necbor lad came o'er the moor. 

To do fomlc errands, and convoy her hame. 
The wily Mother fees the conjchus flame 

Sparkle in Jenny^s e'e, and fluih her cheek. 
With heart-ftruck, anxious care inquires his name. 

While Jenny hafflins is afraid to fpeak •, 
Weel-pleas'd the Mother hears, it's nae wild worth- 

. iefs Rake. 

With kindly welcome, Jenny brings him ben 5 
Ajirappan youth ; he takes the Mother's eye 5 

Blythe Jenny fees the vhjit^s no ill taen 5 

The Father cracks of horfes, plcughs and kye. 

The Taungjier^s artlefs heart o'erflows wi' joy. 
But blate and laithfu', fcarce can weel behave ) 

The Mother, wi* a woman's wW^^, c'a.'ft.fc^ 
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What makes the youth fae baflifu' and fae graye ; 
Weel-pleas'd to think her bairn*s refpefted like 

the lave. 
O happy love ! where love like this is found ! 

O heart-felt raptures ! blifs beyond compare ! . 
Fvc paced much this weary, mortal round, 

And fage EXPERIENCE bids me this declare— 

* If Heaven a draught of heavenly pleafure fpare> 

* One cordial in this melancholy P^ale, 

* 'Tis when a youthful, loving, modefi Pair, 

* In other's arms, breathe out the tender talc, 

* Beneath the milk-white thorn that fcents the 

ev'ning gale.' 

Is there, in human form, that bears a heart — 

A Wretch ! a Villain ! lo(l to love and truth ! ^ 
That can, with ftudied, fly, enfnaring art. 

Betray fweet Jenny's unfufpefting youth ? 
Curfe on his perjur'd art ! diflembling fmooth ! 

Are Honor y Virtue y Con/cience, all exil'd ? 
Is there no Pity, no relenting Ruth, 

Points to the Parents fondling o'er their Child i 

Then paints the ruined Maid, and their diftraflion 

wild! *• . 

But now the Supper crowns their fimple boarcl. 
The healfome Porritch, chief of SCOTIA's food; 

The foupe their only ffawkii does afford. 

That 'yont the hallan fnugly chows her cood : 

The Dame brings forth, in complimental mood. 
To grace the lad, her weel-hain'd kebbuck, felF,- 

4/2d aft hc'$ preft, an^ ^i\. \i% ^^'^ Sx %m:As 
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The frugal Wifie, garrulous, will tell, 
How 'was a towmond auld, fin Lint was i* the bell. 

The chearfu' Supper done, wi* ferious face, 

They, round the ingle, form a circle wide 5 
The Sire turns o'er, with patriarchal grace. 

The big ha* -Bible , ^nce his Father^ s pride : 
His bonnet rev'rently is laid afide, 

His lyart haffets wearing thin and bare 5 
Thofe drains that once did fweet in ZION glide, 

He wales a portion with judicious care 5 
* AndletusworfhlpCODP he fays with folemn air. 
They chant their artlefs notes in fiipple guife ; 

They tune their hearts, by far the nobleft aim : 
Perhaps Dundee* s wild warbling meafures rife. 

Or plantive Martyrs , worthy of the name j 
Or noble Elgin beets the heaven-ward flame. 

The fweeteft far of SCOTI A's holy lays : 
Compat*d with thefe, Italian trills are tame ; 

The tickl'd ears no heart-felt raptures raife ; 
Nac unifon hae they, with our CREATOR'S praife. 

The prieft-like Father reads the facred page. 

How Jbram was the Friend of GOD x)n high; 
Or, M$/es bade eternal warfare wage. 

With Amalek^J ungracious progeny ; 
Or how the royal Bard d\d groaning lye, 

BeneatLthe ftroke of Heaven's avenging ire^ 
Or Job^s pathetic plaint, and wailing cry ; 

Or rapt IfaiaVs wild, feraphic fire ; 
Or other Holy Seers that tunc thc/acrcrf lyre* 
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Perhaps the Chrifilan Vdlume is the theme, 

How guiltkfs blood for guilty man was (hed ; 
How HE, who bore in heaven the fecond name^ 

Had not on Earth whereon to lay His head : 
How His RtR. followeKJ znd frrvants fped; 

The Precepts /age they wrote to many a ]andl 
How he^ who lone in Paimos baniflied. 

Saw in the fun a mighty angel (land ; ' 

A;id heard great BabU^n^s doom pronouncM by •] 
Heaven's command. 

Then kneeling down to HEAVEN's ETERNAL 
KING, 

The Saint f the Father y and the Hujband prays : 
Hope ^ fprings exulting on triumphant wing,'* 

That thus they all fhall meet in future days \\ 
There, ever bafk in uncreated rays, 

No more to figh, or flied the bitter tear. 
Together hymning their CREATOR'S praifc. 

In fuch/ociety, yet ftill more dear; 
While circling Time moves round in an eternal 
- fphere. 

Compared with this, how poor Religion's pride. 

In all the pomp of method, ind of art. 
When men difplay to congregations wide. 

Devotions ev'ry grace, except the heart / 
The POWER, incens'd, the Pageant will defert. 

The pompous ftrain, the facredotal ftole j 
But haply, in fome Cottage far apart. 

May hear, well pleas'd, the language of the Soul; 
And in His Book if Life die ltim?Ltt^ ^oot ^xa^lL 

^ Popc'»W\tid{or^oTt^- 



I 
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Then homeward all take ofF their fev*ral way j 

The youngling Cottagers retire to reft : 
The Parent-pair xhtir fecret hmage pay, 

And proffer up to Heaven the warm requeft. 
That HE who ftills the raven's clam'rous neft. 

And decks the lily fair in flow'ry pride, 
Would, in the way His Wifdom fees the beft, 

For them and for their little ones provide 5 
But chiefly, in their hearts with Grace divine prefide 

JFrom fcenes like thefe, old SCOTIA's grandeui 
fprings, 

That makes her lov'd at home, rever'd abroad : 
"Princes and lords are but the breath of kings, 

^ An honeft man's the noble work of GOD ;' 
And certes, in fair Virtue's heavenly road. 

The Cottage leaves the Palace far behind : 
yfhzt is a lordling's pomp ? a cumbrous load, 

Difguifing oft the wretch of human kind, 
Studied in arts of Hell, in wickednefs refin'd ! 

O SCOTIA I my dear^ my native foil ! 

For whom my warmeft wifli to hevaen Is fent ! 
Ix>ng.may thy hardy fons of ru/iic toil, [tent 

Be bleu; with health, and peace, and fweet con 
And O may Heaven their fimple lives prevent 

From Zwjftfry'/ contagion, weak and vile ! 
Then howe'er crowns and coronets be rent, 

A virtuous Populace may rife the while, [ISLS 
And ftJMid a wall of fire around their much-lov'( 

O THOU ! who pour'd the Patriotic tide, \Wi:t 

TiatJircaal'ii thro' great, ixiiwiip^l ^ KSlS^K^ 

T ^ 
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Who dar'd to, nobly, ftcm tyrannic prid:. 
Or nobly die, the fecond glorious part : 

(The Pjitriot's GOD, peculiarly thou art, 
Hh/rhnJ, infpirer^ guardian and reward J) 

never, never SCOTI A's realm defert. 
But ftili the Patriot, and the Patri%t^Bard, 

In bright fucceflion raife, her Ornament and Guard i 

TO 

ji MOUSE, 

On turning hr tip in ber Nefi, vfilh tie Plougi, 
J^pvemhery ij8s* 

WEE, ileeket, cowran, tim*rous bedjlte^ 
O, what a panic's in thy breaftie ! 
Thou need na ftart away fae hafty, 

Wi* bickering brattle ! 

1 wad be laith to rin an' chafe thee, 

"Wi* murdering pattli / 
Fm truly forry Man's dominion 
Has broken Nature's focial uniop^ 
An' iuftifies that ill opinion. 

Which makes thee ftartlcy 
At me, thy poor, earth-born companion, 

An' fcttftvi-inorUi / 
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I doubt tia, whylesj but thou may thieve ; 
What then ; poor bcaftie, thou^ ip^un live ! 
A Jaimen-icker in a t brave 

'S a fma* requcft : 
ril get a blcffin wi' the lave. 

An' never mifs't ! , 
Thy wee-bit houjiey too, in ruin ! 
Il?s filly wa*s the win's arc ftrewin } 
An' natething, now, to big a new anc, 

(y foggage green ! 
An* bleak December's wnds eniuin, 

Baith fnell an' keen I 

Thou faw the fields laid bare an' waft. 
An' weary Winter comin faft, 
An* cozie here, beneath the blaft. 

Thou thought to dwell. 
Till crafh f the cruel coulter paft 

Out thro' thy cell. 
That wee-bit heap o' leaves an' ftibble. 
Has coft thee monie a weary nibble ! 
Npw thou's turn'd out, for a' thy trouble^ 

But houfe or hald. 
To thole the Winter's yJ^<r/> dribble, 

An' cranreuch cauld ! 

But Moufie, thou art no thy-4ane, 
In graying foreffgkt may be vain : 
The beft laid fchemes o' Mice an' Men, 

Gang aft agley, 
Aa'icdV us nought but grief arf ^a\tv, 
lor promitfd \o^\ 
T I 
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Still, thou art bleft, coropar'd wi* me i 
The prefent only toucheth thee : 
But Och ! I backward caft my e'e, 

On profpefts drear ! 
Av^ formard^ tho' I cannaye*^,- 

\ guefs 2iX^ fear t 

QfeXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX^CJ 

TO A . 

MOUNTJtlN'DAISr^ 

On turning one d(ywn,v)ith the Plough, in j^pril^^ 1 786* 

WEE, modeft, crimfon-tipped flow'r, 
Thou's met me in an evil hour ;, 
For I maun cruih amang the ftoure 

Thy flender ftem : 
To fpare thee now is paft my pow'r. 
Thou bonie gem- 
Alas ! it's no thy neebor fweet. 
The bonie Lark, companion meet ! 
Bending thee 'amang the dewy weet ! 

Wi's fpreckl'd breaft,. 
When upward-fpyingiag, Wythe, to greet 
The purpling Eaft. 

Cauld blew the bitter-biting North 
Upon thy esirh, humble \yaxisi v 



TO A MOUN TAIN^D AI SY. I4J1 

Yet chcarfuUy tbou glinted forth 

Amid the ftorm, 
Sc,arce rear'd above the Parent-earth 

Thy tender form. 
The flaunting ^•xuVj' our Gardens yields 
High-ihelt'ring woods and wa's maun ftiield, 
But thou, beneath the random bield 

O* clod or ftane. 
Adorns the hiftie ftibhle-field, 

Unfeen, alane. 
There, in thy fcanty mantle clad, 
Thy fnawie bofom fun-ward fpread. 
Thou lifts thy unaffuming head 

In humble guife ; 
But now ths. Jhare uptears thy bed, 

And low thou lies I 

Such is the fate of artlefs Maid, 
Swcttflow'ret of the rural fhade ! 
By love's fimplicity betray'd, 

And guilelefs truft, 
TiU flie, like thee, all foii'd, is laid 
Low i' the duft. 
Such is the fate of fimple Bard, 
On life's rough ocean lucklefs ftarr'd I 
Unfldlful he to note the card 

0{ prudent Lore, 
Till billows rage, and gales blow hard. 

And whelm him o'er ! 
' Such hte tofuffering worth is givGtv^ 
WltoJong with wants aad wocs\^^ ft.T;WTv> 
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By human pride or cunning; driv'n 

To Mis'r/s brink. 

Till, wrench'd of ev'ry ftay but HEAV'N, 
He, ruinf d, fink ! 

Er^n thou who moum'ft the Daify^s fate. 
That fate is thine no diftant date; 

Stem Ruin*8 phugh-Jhare^ drives elate. 

Full on thy bloom, 
Till crufliM beneath the/wrrow^jp weight. 

Shall be thy doom ! 



The Vicar of Welland's Mounmental Infcrtptit 
wrote by himfelf 

A Vicar I am, and a Pluralift too, 
At Welland, the place of my birth ; 
But Vicars and Pluralifts too, we all know,. 

Mud one day return to the eardi. 
This ftone will record that at Kempfcy I lived. 

Colliding my dues ev'ry Eafter ; 
It will tell that mod happily twice I was wivM 

To a Hyde firft, then to a Hefter. 
Of the hour of his death no prieft is aware, 

Which accounts for fome blanks in this page 5 
My virtues I leave to the world to declare \ 

To my heirs to infert my juft age. 

When I proftrate fhall lie, what a pleafure 'twill 1 

To know I fliall meet either bride ; 
For tbo' living they both wexe ddV^xWL ley taa^ 
/never h^d two by m^ td^v 



THE 
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OFT .when I've feen the new-flc4g^d morn arife, 
And fpread its pinions to the polar Ikies, 
Th' expanded air with gelid fragrance fan. 
Brace the flack nerves, and animate the man ; 
Swift from the college, and from cares I flew, 
(For ftudious cares folicits fomething new) 
From tinkling- bells that wake the truant's fears, 
And letter'd trophies of three thoufand years \ 
Thro'length'niug ftreets with fanguine hopes I glide, 
The fatal tube depending at my fide j 
No bufy vender dinsr with clam'rous call, 
No ratlmg carriage drive me to the wall j 
The clofe-compafted (hops, their commerce laid. 

In filence frown like manfions of the dead 

Save, where the footy-fliro wded wretch cries ^ fweep,* 
Or drowfy watchman ftalks in broken fleep, 
Scap'd&om the hot^brain'd youthof midnight fame, 
Whofe mirth is mifchief, and whofe glory fliame— 
Save, that from yonder ftew the batter'd beau. 
With tott'ring ifleps comes reeling to and fro— 
Vf ark, how the live-long revels of the night 
Jtareja his face, arid ftupify his fig\vt\ 
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Mark the loofe frame, yet impotently boId5 
Twixt man and bead, divided empire hold ! ' 
Amphibious wretch ! the prey of paffion's tide. 
The wreck of riot, and the mock of pride. 

But we, my friend, with aims far different born 
Seek the fair fields, and court the bluflring mora 
With fturdy finews, brufh the frozen fnow. 
While crimfon colours on our faces glow. 
Since life is fhort, prolong it while we can, 
And vindicate the ways r>{ health to man. 

Onward our courfe diverfify'd we bend. 
And right and left, with anxioUs care attend ^ 
The poring fpaniel, ftudious as he goes, 
Scents eVry leaf that on the margin grows. 
Sudden he flops ! — he eyes the plafhy fpringl 
The frighted fnipe darts upward on the wing, 
With (hrill-ton'd pipe implores the paffive air^ 
In vain ! for death e'en perfecutes him Acre— 
Another fprings ! but happier in his flight, 
^Scapes the loud gun, and vaniflbes from fight. 

The fport begun. 
Heaven ! what delights my aflive mind renew. 
When out-fpread nature opens to ray view. 
The carpet-cover'd earth of fpangled white. 
The vaulted fky, juft ting'd with purple light ; 
The bufy blackbird hops from fpray to fpray. 
The gull, fclf-balanc'd, floats his liquid way j 
The morning breeze in milder air retires, 
And rifing rapture all my bofom fires. 
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While fervid flights my lifted fancy takes, 
The wary woodcock nifties thro' the brakes. 
With hafty pinions wings his rapid courfe, 
*Till death purfues him, arm'd with double force j 
Each gun difcharg'd, and confcious of its aim, 
AflTerts the prize, and holds the dubious claim ; 
Till chance decides the long contefted fpoil, 
Proclaims the viiSlor, and rewards his toil. 

His lucklefs fate, immediate to repair. 
The baffled fportfman beats with forward care, 
Each bu(h explores, that plats the hedge with pride, 
Brooks at its feet, and brambles at its fide— 
Another bird, juft flufliing at the found. 
Scarce tops. the rence, then tumbles to the ground. 

Ah ! what avails him now the varnifh'd'die. 
The tortoife-colour'd back, the brilliant eye. 
The pointed bill, that fteer'd his venturous way 
From northern climes^ and dar'd the boift'rous fca j 
To milder fliores in vain thefe pinions fped. 
Their beauty blafted, and their vigour fled. 

Thus the poor peafant, ftruggling with diftrefs. 
Whom rig'rous laws, and rigid hunger prefs. 
In weftern regions feeks a milder ftate. 
Braves the broad ocean, and refigns to fate j 
Scarce well arrived, and laboring to procure 
Life's free fubfiftence, and retreats fecure. 
Sudden ! he fees the roving Indian nigh, 
Fate in his hand, and ruin in his eye — 
Scar'd at the fight, he runs, he bouxv^^^ Va ^vt%^ 
^ill arrow-pkrc'd, he hll^^--^^ i^}Xi\%'^^ ^^^"^^ 
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Unhappy man ! who no extreme could ihun. 
By tyrants banifliM, and by chance undone ; 
In vain ! fair virtue fann'd the free-born flame^ 
IJow fallen alike to fortune and to fame. 

Thefe to prevent, be ftill the ftatefman's cnd> 
'Aud this the tafk- of fovereigns to .attend. 
Be mine the care, to range this ample field, 
Try what its.fprings, and what its thickets yields 
Purfue the game that to the fkies afpire, 
And purge die ^ther. with fucceilivc fire. 
Spring o'er the fence ih^.bars my aftive mihd» 
And roufe my friend that ling'jring flays behind. 
Guard the fteep bank, to catch with eager pains 
yhe forward bound, that Jcarcc the Biargin gaina« 
Or loudly laugh, when diligently nice, 
He backward Aides, apd. bumps the crackling ice. 

And thou, *-dear fpaniel J ^ friend in other form I 
Obfequious come, thy duty to perform, 
Whofe fond afFeftion ever glows. the fame, 
Lives in each look,...and vibrates thro' thy frame i 
And thou, dear pointer ! never devious ftray. 
But fearch the plains inqiiifitively gay, 
With length'ned fide, and fapient nofe inhale 
The floating vapour of the fcented gale— 
Oft have I feen thee, when the balanced year 
By Libra weighed rewarded Ceres* care. 
Thro' new-ftiom fields with aftive vigout bound, 
SnufF the frefh air, and traverfe all the ground i 
Or cautious tread, and ftep by ftep furvey, 
. WJtb keencH attitude, the tVrrfigu^ ^x«^ s 
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Then ftatuc-Iikc, with lifted foot proclaim 
The patridge near^ and certify the game 
Wfterc etc I range, whatever fports purfue, 
Bcftill attendant, and be ftill in view. 

The day advanced, and waning to the weft j. 
Demands a thought for refpite and for reft^ 
Back to the city calls a fudden eye, " 
Where vary*d beauties all in profpeft lie j 
The pointed fleeples menacing the (kies. 
The fplendid domes that emuloufly rife. 

Thefe to behold, may pleafe the vacant ttiind. 
More pleafing far the cottage of the hind. 
That yonder fmokes, by ruflet hawthorn hcdg'd, 
. By hay-yard back'd, and fide-long cow-houfe edg'd ; 
Oft have I there my thirft and toil allay'd, , 
Approach'd as now, and dar'd the dog that bay'd; 
The iiniling matron joys to fee her guefts. 
Sweeps the broad hearth, and hears our free requefts^* 
Repels her little brood that throng too nigh, 
The homely board prepares, the napkin dry, 
Th<i new-made butter, and the rafher rare. 
The new-laid egg, that's drefs'd with niceft care ; 
The milky ftore for cream coUefted firft, 
Crowns the clean noggin, and allays our thirft ; 
While crackling faggots brightening as they burn 5 
Shew the neat cupboard, and the cleanly dhurn -, . 
The plaintive hen, the interloping goofe. 

The lamkin dear, that frifks about the houfe: f. 

The modeft maiden rifcs from her wheels 
\fho lijjpercciY'd ;» Blent look woiAd &^iV\ 
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Caird flie attends, aflifts with artlefs grace, 
The bloom of nature flufliing on her face, 
That fcorns the die, which pallid pride can lend, 
And all the arts which luxury attend. • 

With fuel laden from the brambly rock, 
Lo ! forward comes the father of his flock. 
Of honeft front : — falutes with ruftick gait. 
Remarks, our fare, and boafts his former ilate. 
When many a cow, nor long the time remov'd. 
And many a calf his fpacious pafture rov'd, 
'Till rifmg rents reduc'd them now to three, 
; Abridg'd his farm, and fix'd him as we fee : 
Yet thanks his God, what fails him in his wealth 
He feeks from labour, and he gaii;is from health : 
Then talks of fport ; how many wild-ducks feen ! 
What flocks of widgeons too had fledg'd the green. 

While thus amus'd, and gladden'd with our lot, 
The hafty ev'ning calls us from the cot j 
A fmall gratuity dilates their heart. 
And many a bleflSng follows as we part. 

' Nor you, ye proud ! difdain their ftatc to hear^ 
The ftate of nature crowns their frugal cheer 5 
Tranfmitted pure from Patriarchal times, 
By art unfafliion'd to corruption's climes — 
To you unknown their labours and their race. 
Alike unknown their innocence and peace ; 
Secure from danger, as remov'd from fame. 
Their lives calm current flows without a name* 
Now had the twilight, veil'd in gloomy gray, 

Mourn'd the departure ^i TCtmTv^4»l> 
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A darker hue the face of nature wears, 
And fcarce diftinft the diftant town appears— 
Back to our mind, in fwift fucceflion throng 
(To cheat the time and fteal the road along) 
The various fports of all the fummer paft, 
When lingering long-vacation came at laft ; 
Imagination fondly fports to tell, 
How many groufe, how many partridge fell. 

The rifing moon, with delegated fway. 
Supplies the radiance of the diftant day, 
Reveals the various objects that we meet. 
And all the bufy tumults of the ftreet— — 
With head-long pace the vagrant hawker fcours. 
And bloody news from lungs horrific pours 
/rhe dull, difcordant ballad-notes annoy, 
That mock the crowd, with love's fantaftic joy ; 
The cumb'rous coach,with blazon'd pomp that ihe ws, 
Where pamper'd pride and indolence repofe 5 
While clofe behind, the ihiv'ring female ftrays, 
Parted from virtue, innocence and eafe 
She once the darling of her mother's arms. 
Her father's pride, and bleft with blooming charms, 
Thro' all the village known for fpotlefs fame, 
Fair was her beauty, fairer ftill her name ; 
'Till the fly tempter urg'd infiduous fuit. 
And lur'd her weaknefs to forbidden fruit ; 
There perifli'd grace, her guardian honor fled. 
And fad remembrance mourns each blefling— dead ! 
Expell'd the paradife of native fway, 
She winders now to ev'rj vice a ^le^ — -^^ 



h 



158 THE SPORTSMAN. 

A prey to yonder terror of the night, 
(Avert, ye Gods ! fuch monfters from my fight !) 
The bully dire : whofe front the furies fwell. 
And fears difhoneft mark the fon of hell— — . 
In vain ! flie fhrinks to fliun his lucklefs pace, 
AVd by the terrors of his vengeful face ; 

Heav'n ! how unlike the pure, the tranquil fcene. 
Where rural mirth, and rural manners reign ; 
Where fimpl^ cheer difclaims the cares of wealth, .. 
And frefli'ning gales diflFiife the glow of health. 

A Sketch of Edwin, from the Minstrel^ 
AND vet poor Edwin was no vulgar boy ; 
Deep tnought oft feemM to fix his infant eye. 
Dainties he headed not, nor gaude, nor toy,^ 
Save one fliort pipe of rudeft minftrelfy. 
Silent when glad ; affeclionate, though fhy ; 
And now his look was moft demurely (ad. 
And now he laugh'd aloud, yet none knew why. * . 
The neighbours ftar'd and figh'd, yetblcfs'd the lad~r 
Some deem'd him wondrous wife, and fome believ'd 
him mad. 

Th' exploit of ftrength, dexterity,, or fpced, 

To him nor vanity nor joy could bring. 

His heart from cruel fport eftranged, would-bleed 

To work the woe of any living thing. 

By trap, or net j by arrow, or by fling •, 

Thefe he detefted, thofe he fcorn'd to wield : 

He wifli'd to be the guardian, not the king. 

Tyrant far lefs, or traVtot ol v\v^ 5^0k.^» 

dfurc tb€ fylvan leigu >m\AQQ^^ \^^ mv^\.^>^eL. 
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''Arva^ beatu 



. rPeUmus arva diviies et tnfulas. 

HoR. Epod.. i(J<^ 
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rr Ruffia's frozen clime, fome ages fince. 
There dwelt, hiftoVisgis fay, a worthy princ?^ 

Wlio to his people's good cohfia'd his care. 

And fix'd the bafis of his empire, there ; 
[ Inlarg'd iheir trade, the lib'ral arts iipprov^d, 
f Made nations happy, and himfelf belov'd ; 
' ~ To all the neighboring Jlates a terror grown, 
I ' The dear delight, and glory of his own. 
I Not like thofe kings who vainly feek renown 

From countries niin'd, and from battles won ; 

Thofe mi^htv Nimrods, who mean U^^. JkStgv^e., 
« Call murder j>ut a princely excrc\fe> 
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And if one blbodlefs fun (hould fteal away. 
Cry out with TituS, they have loft a day ; 
Who, to be more than men, themfelves debafe 
Beneath the brute, their Maker's form deface, 
Raifing their titles by their ^God*s difgrace. 
Like fame to bold Eroftratus we give, 
Who fcorn'd by lefs than facrilege to live ; . 
On holy ruins rais'4 a lafting name, 
And in the temple's fire diffus'd his fhamc. ^ 
Far diff'rent praifcs, and a brighter fame. 
The virtues of the young Porfenna claim j ' 
For by that name the Ruffian king was known, 
'And fure a nobler ne'er adorn'd the throne. 
In war he knew the deathful fword to wield. 
And fought the thickeft dangers of the field* 
A bold t:ommander ; but, the ftorm o'erblown. 
He feem'd as he were made for peace alone ; 
Then was the golden age again reftor'd. 
Nor lefs his juftice honour'd than his fwo^-d. 
All needlefs poiiirp and out ward, grandeur fpar'd. 
The deeds that grac'd him were his oniy guard^ 
No private views beneath a borrow'd name j 
His and the public int'reft were the fame. 
In wealth and pleafure let the fubjefl: live. 
But virtue is the king's prerogative ; 
Porfenna there without a rival ftood, 
An4 wou'd maintain his right of doing good. 
Nor did his perfon lefs attraftion wear. 
Such majefly and fwcetnefs mingled there ; 
Heaven with uncommon art tVve.c\2L>}\e?ix^ft.^ 
A proper m^nfion for 16 hit ^ xsi\^^\ 
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Each look| each a£lion bore peculiar grace^ 
And love itfelf was painted on his face. 
In peaceful time he fuiFer'd not his mind 
To ruft in floth, tho' much to peace inclined ; 
Nor wanton in the lap of pleafure lay, 
■ And loft to glory loiter'd life away ; 
But aflive rifing ere the prime of day, 
Thro' woods and lonely deferts lov'd to ftray ; 
With hounds and horns to wake the furious bear. 
Or rouze the tawny lion from his laire ; 
To rid. the foreft of the favage brood. 
And whet his courage for his country's good. 
One day as he purfuM the dangerous fport. 
Attended by the nobles of his court, 
>It chanc'd a beaft of naore than common fpeed 
Sprang from the brake, and thro* the defert fled. 
The ardent Prince, impetuous as the wind, 
RuOi'd on, and lef^ his lagging train behind. 
Tir'd with the chafe, and full of youthful blood. 
O'er plains, and vales, and woodland wilds herodc, 
ifrging his courfer*s fpeed, nor thought the day 
How wafted, nor how intricate the way j 
Kor, till the night in dufky clouds came on, 
Reftrain'd his pace, or found himfelf alone. 
Miffing his train, he ftrove to meafure back 
The road he came, but could not find the. track ; 
Still turning to the place he left before. 
And only labVing to be loft the more. 
The bugle-horn, which o'er his (houlders K\3Ltv<j^> 
So loud he winded, that the foreft x^3LTv?^% 
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In vain, no voice but echo from the ground. 
And vocal woods, made mock'ry of the found. 

And now the gath'ring clouds began to fpread 
O'er the dun face of night a deeper fhade ; 
And the hoarfe thunder growling from afar. 
With herald voice proclaimed th' approaching war,; 
Silence a while enfii'd,— then by degrees 
A hollow wind came mutt'ring thro' the trees. 
Sudden the full-fraught fky difcharg'd its ftorej 
Of rain and rattling hail a mingled Ihow'r ; 
The a£Uve light'ning ran along the ground. ; ") 
The fiery bolts by fits were hurl'd around, > 
And the wide forefts trembled at the found. J 
Amazement feiz'd the prince; — where could he fly? 
No guide to lead, no friendly cottage nigh, 
Penfive and unrefolv'd a.'^hile he flood, 
Beneath the'fcanty covert of the wood; 
But, drove from thence, foon fally'd forth agatq^ 
As dfiance dire^^ed on the dreary plain 5 
Conftrain'd his melancholy way to take p 

Thro' many a loathfome bog and thorny brake, ^ 
Caught in the thicket, flound'ring in die lake. ]) 
Wet with the'ftorm, and weary 'd with the way^ 
By hunger pinch'd, himfelf to beafts a prey ; 
Nor wine to cheer his heart, nor fire to bum. 
Nor place to reft, nor profpeft to return. 
Drooping and fpiritlefs, at life's defpair 
iHe bade it pafs^ not worth his farther care ; 

Wh« 
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"When fuddenly he fpy'd a diftant light, -) 

That faintly twinkl'd thro' the gloom of night, Q 
And his^ heart leap'd for joy, and blefs'd the wei- C 
come fight. J 

Oft-times he doubted, it appear'd fo far, 
And hung fo high, 'twas tlothing but a ftar. 
Or kindled vapour wand'ring thro' the iky. 
But ftill prefs'd on his fteed, ftill kept it in his eye \ 
Till, much fatigue and many dangers pad. 
At a huge mountain he arriv'd at lail. 
There lighting from his horfe, on hands and knees 
Grop'd out the darkfome road by flow degrees. 
Crawling or clamb'ring o'er the rugged way ; 
The thunder rowls above, theflamesaroundhimplay. 
Joyful at length he gain'd the fteepy height. 
And found the rift whence fprang the friendly light* 
And here he ftoppM to reft his wearied feet. 
And weigh the perils he had ftill to meet ; 
Unflieath'd his trufty fword, and dealt his eyes 
With caution round him, to prevent furprife. 
Then fummon'd all the forces of his mind. 
And cnt'ring boldly caft his fears behind ; 
Refolv'd to pufli his way whate'er withftood,. 
Or perifli bravely as a monarch (hou'd. 

While he the wonders of the place furvey'd. 
And thro* the various cells at random ftray'd. 
In a dark corner of the cave he view'd 
Somewhat that in the fhape of woman ftood ; 
But more deform'd than dreams can reprefent 
The miinjgbt hag^ or poet's fauof mmX 
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The Lapland witch, when fhe her broom beftride 
And fcatters ftorms and tempefts as fhe rides. 
iShe look'd as nature made her to difgrace 
Her kind, and caft a blot on all the race ; . 
Her fliriverd fkin, with yellow fpots befmear'd. 
Like mouldy records feem'd •, her eyes were blear* 
Her feeble limbs with age and paify fhook ; 
Bent was her body, haggard was her look. 
From the dark nook outcrept the filthy crone. 
And propp'd upon her crutch came tottering on. 
The prince in civil guife approached the dame^ 
Told her his piteous cafe, and whence he came^ 
And, till Aurora ihou'd the fliades expel, 
ImplorM a lodging in her friendly cell. 
Mortal, whoe'er thou art, the fiend began. 
And as fhe fpake a deadly horror ran 
Thro' all his frame ; his cheeks the blood forfbol 
Chatter'd his teeth, his knees together flruck.. 
Whoe'er thou art, that with prefumption rude 
Dar'fl on our facred privacy intrude. 
And without licence in our court appear. 
Know, thou'rt the firft that ever enter'd here. 
But fince thou plead'ft excufe, thou'rt hither broug] 
More by thy fortune than thy own default ; 
Thy crime, tho' great, an eafy pardon finds. 
For mercy ever dwells in royal minds 5 
And wou'd you learn from whofe indulgent hzn* 
You live, and in whofe awful prefence fland. 
Know farther, thro' yon wide-extended plains 
Great Eoh^ the king ot 1^tcv^^&^ w'qx^^ 
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And in this tofty palace makes abode, 
Well fuited to his ftate, and worthy of the god*. 
The various elements his empire own, 
And pay their humble homage at his throne 5 
And hither all the ftorms and clouds refort. 
Proud to increafe the fplendor of his court. 
His queen am I, from whom the beauteous race 
Of winds arofe, fweet fruit of our embrace ! 
She fcarce had ended, when, with wild uproar^ 
And hcwrrid din, her fons in\Detuous pour 
Around the cave j came rufmi;ig in amain 
Lybs, Eurus, Boreas, all the boiftVous train i^ 
And clofe behind them on a whirlwind rode 
In clouded majefty the bluft'ring god. 
Their locks a thoufand ways were blown about ; 
Their cheeks like full-blown bladders ftrutted put ; 
Their boafting talk was of the feats th' had done. 
Of trees uprooted, and of towns overthrown j 
And, when they kindly turned them to accofl; 
The prince, they almoft pierc'd him with their froft. 

The gaping hag in fix'd attention ftood. 
And at the clofe of ev'ry tale cried —Good ! 
Blefling with outftretch'd arms each darling fon, 
in due proportion to the mifchief done. 
And where, faid fhe, does little Zephyr ftray ? 
Know ye, my fons, your brother's rout to-day ? 
In what bold deeds does he his hours employ ; 
Grant Heaven no evil has befaH'n my boy ! 
Ne'er was he known to linger thus before. 
Scarce had fhc ipoke, when 2it \iv^ cacs^tiAcsot 
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Came lightly tripping in a form more fair 
Than the young poet's fond ideas are, 
When fir'd with love, he tries his utmoft art 
' To paint the beauteous tyrant of his heart. 

A fatih veft his flender fhape confined, 
Embroider'd o'er with flow'rs of ev'ry kind^ 
Flora's own work, when firft the gpddefsftrovc- 
To win the little wand'rer to her love. 
Of burnifti'd filver were his ifandals made. 
Silver his bufkins, and with gems o'erlaid ; . 
A faffron^olouT'd robe behind himflow'd. 
And added grace and grandeur as he trod. 
His wings than lilies whiter to behold, 
Sprinkled with azure fpots, and flreak'd with gold ;-. 
So thin their form, and of fo light a kind. 
That they for ever dauc'd, and flutter'd in Ac wind. - 
Around his temples with becoming air. 
In wanton ringlets curl'd his auburne hair. 
And o'er his Ihoulders negligently fpread j 
A wreath of fragrant rofes crown'd his head. 

Such his attire ; but O ! no pen can trace. 
No words can fhew the beauties of his face ; 
So kind ! fo winning ! fo divinely fair ! 
Eternal youth and pleafure flourifh there ; 
There all the little loves and graces meet, [fwect. 
And ev'ry thing that's foft, and ev'ry thing that's 

Thou vagrant, cried the dame in angry tone, . 
Where could'ft thou loiter thus fo long alone ? 
JUttle thou car'ft what anxious thoughts moleft, 
TFJat pangs are hVxing Vn ^ u\o\5a&f i\>\^i.^* 
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lo you fliow your duty by your haftc, 
iou of aU my fons art always laft : 
Id lefs fondled would have fled more faft. 
•^tis a curfe on mothers, doom'd to mourn, 
ere beft they love, the leafl; and word return. 
ly dear mamma, the gentle youth replied, 
d made a low obeifance, ceafe to chide, 
T ^xround me with your words, for well you knontCi 
3UT Zephyr bears a part in all your woe ; 
ow great muft be his forrow then to learn, 
hat he himfelf 's the caufe of your concern ! 
[or had I loiter'd thus had I been free ; 
iut the fair princefe of Felicity 
Entreated meto makefome fhort delay; 
Andy aflcM by her, who cou'd refufe to ftay ? 

Surrounded by the damfels of her court. 
She foi^t the fliady grove, her lov'd refort; 
.Frcfti rofe the grafs, the flo Vrs were mix'd between, 
lake rich embroid'ry on a ground of green, 
And'in the midft, protected by the fhade, 
A cryftal ftream in wild meanders play'd ; 
'While on its banks, the trembling leaves among, 
A thoufand little birds in concert fung, 
Clofe by a mount with fragrant fhrubs o'ergrown. 
On a cool moffy couch (he laid her down ; 
Her air, her pofture, all confpir'd to pleafe; 
Her head, upon her fnowy arm at cafe 
Reclin'd, a ftudied careleflheis expre&'d; 
Xioofe lay her robe, and naked hcav'd her bread. 
Ea;^er I Hew to that delightful pUcc^ 
Andpour'd a fhow'r of kiffes on W Uc^\ 
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Now hoverM o'er her neck, her breaft, her arms. 
Like bees o'er flow'rs, and tailed all their charms ; 
And then her lips, and then her cheeks I tried. 
And fann'd, and wanton'd round on ev'ry fide. 
O Zephyr, cried the fair, thou charming boy. 
Thy prefence only can create me joy j 
To me thou art beyond expreffion dear. 
Nor can I quit the place while thou art here. 
Excufe my weaknefs. Madam, when I fwear ") 
Such gentle words join'd with fo foft an air, C 
Pronounc'd fo fweetly from a mouth fo fair, j 
Quite ravifli'd all my fenfe, nor did I know 
How long I ftaid, or when, or where to go. 

Meanwhile the damfels, d^bonnair and gay. 
Prattled around, and laugh'd the time away : 
Thefe in foft notes addrefs'd the ravilh'd ear. 
And warbled out fo fwcet, 'twas heav'n to hear,j 
And thofe in rings, beneath the greenwood (hade, 
Danc'd to the melody their fellows made. 
Some, ftudious of themfelves, employ*d their care" 
In weaving fiow'ry wreaths to deck their hair ; 
While others to fome fav'rite plant conv/syM 
Refrefhing fhow'rs, and cheer*d its drooping head. 
A joy fo gcn'ral fpread thro' all the place, ^ ' 
Such fatisfaftion dw^lt on cv'ry face. 
The nymphs fo kind, fo lovely look'd the queen. 
That never eye beheld a fweeter fcene. 
Porfenn?, like a ftatuc fix'd j^ppear'd. 
And wrapped in filent wonder gaz'd and heard^ 
Much he admir'd the fpcecVvv^^^ ^"^^"^^ tws^t.^ 
And dwelt on evVy word, ^nd gdoi^^lo^\A\\tf «i* 
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-"^O gentle youth, he cried, proceed to tcB, 
In what fair country does this princefo dwell ? 
"What regions unexplor'd, what hidden coaft 
Can fo much goodnefs, fo much beauty boail ? 

To whom the winged god witii gracious look, 
Numberlefs fweets diffiifing while he fpoke. 
Thus anfwer'd kind — ^Thefe happy gardens lie ") 
Far hence removed, beneath a milder iky s r 
Their tiame — the kingdom of Felicity, J 

Sweet fcenes of endlefs blifs, enchanted ground^ 
A foil for ever fought, but feldom found ; 
Tho' in the fearch all human kind in vain 
"Weary their wits, and wafte their lives in pain :v 
In difPrent parties, difF'reitt paths they tread. 
As reafon guides them, or as follies lead ; 
Thefe wrangling for the place they ne'er Ihall fee^ 
Debating thofe, if fuch a place there be ; 
But not the wifeft, nor the beft can fay 
'Where lies the point, or mark the certain way. 
Some fiew, by Fortune favoured for her fport, 
Have failM in fight of this delightful port j 
In thought already feiz'd the blefs'd abodes. 
And in their fond delirium rankM with gods. 
Fruitlefs attempt ! all avenues are kept ] 

By dreadful foes, fentry that never flept. ' 

Here fell Detra£l:ion darts her pois'nous breath, 
Fraught with a thoufand ftings, and fcatters death ; 
'Sharp-fighted Envy there maintains her poft, [coaft. 
And fhakcs her flaming brand, and ftalks around the 
Thefe on the heJplefs bark tWvi iut^ ^\«> 
fhmgcinihc waves, or dsifti ^?,^\t& xScv^ ^ti\^N 
Y ^^ 
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Teach wretched mortals they weirc doom' 
And ne'er muft reft bul in the filent ur: 

But fay, young monarch, for what nan 

Your mein, your drefs, your perfon, s 

And tho* I feldom fan the frozen north. 

Yet I have heard of brave Porfenna's w 

My brother Boreas thro' the world has i 

Swelling his breath to fpread forth your 

Say, would you chufe tovifit diis retrea 

And view the world where all thcfe won« 

Wifli you fome friend o'er that iempeft 

To bear you fafe ! behold that friend in 

My zStive wings fliall all their force ^m] 

And nimbly waft you to th' realms of j( 

As once to gratify ^he god of Love, 

I' bore fair Pfyche to the Gyprian grove. 

Or as Jove's bird, defcending from on h 

Snatch'd the young Trojan trembling to 

There peffeft blifs thou may'ft for ever 

'Scap'<l from the bufy world, and all its 

There in the lovely princefs (halt thou fi 

A miftrefs ever blooming, ever kind. 

All ecftacy on fair Porfenna trod. 

And to his bofom ftrain'd the little god ; 

With grateful fentiments his heart o'erfl* 

And in the warmeft words millions of thanki 

When Eolus in furly humour broke 
Their ftrift embrace, and thus abruptly 
Enough of compliment \ I hate the fpor 
^•O/vnieanJefa. words-, tH^uuoWr^xt^ 
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Where plain and honed are difcarded quite 
-For the more modifli title of polite , 
Where in foft fpeeches hypocrites impart 
.Thcvenom'd ills that lurk beneath the heart ; 
In firiendihip's holy guife their guilt improve, ^ 
And kindly kill with fpecious fliew of love. 
For us— —my fubje£ls are not us'd to wait. 
And wafte their hours to hear a mortal prate ; 
They muft abroad before the rifing fun, 
And hie 'em to the feas ; there's mifchief to be done. 
Excufe my plainnefs, Sir, but bufincfs ftands, ' 
•And. we have ftorms and (hipwreck^ on our hands^» 

He ended frowning, and the noify rout, 
^£ach to his feveral cell went puffing out, 
But Zephyr, far more courteous than the reft. 
To his own bow'r convey'd the royal gueft 5 
There on a bed of rofes neatly laid, 
Beneath the fragrance of a myrtle fliade. 
His limbs to needful reft the prince applied. 
His fweet companion flumb'ring by his fide. - 
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T^TD fooner in her frlver chariot rofe 
XN The ruddy morn, than fated with repofe. 
The prince addrefsM his hoft j the god awoke. 
And,' leaping from his couch, thus kindly fpoke. 
This cafly caiJ, my lord, that eludes m^ ^"^^^ 
fic^wcs my tbmks,' and I vritli jo^ oVi* " .^^ 
y ^ -^ 
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Like you I long to reach the blifsful coaft, 

Hate the flow night, and mourn the moment loft^ 

The bright Rofinda, lovelicft of the fair 

That crowd the princefs* court, demands my care ^. 

Ev'n now, with fears and jealoufies o'erbornc. 

Upbraids, and calls me cruel and forfworn. 

What fweet rewards on all my toils attend. 

Serving at once my miftref^ and my friend;^ 

Juft to my love, and to my duty too. 

Well paid in her, well pleas'd in pleafing you^. 

This faid, he led him to the cavern gate. 

And clafp'd him in his arms, and pois'd his weight j, 

Then balancing his body here and there. 

Stretched forth his agile wings, and launched in air>i 

Swift as the fiery meteor from on high 

Shoots to its goal, and gleams athwart the.flcy. 

Here with quick fan his laboring pinions play $ . 

There glide at eafe along the liquid way 5 

Now lightly fkim the plain with even flight ; 

Now proudly fbar above the mountain's height* , , 

Spiteful Detraftion, whofe envenomed hate 
Sports with the fuflr'rihgs of the good and great,^ 
Spares not our prince, but with opprobrious fneci 
Arraigns him of the heinous fin of fear ; 
That he, fo tried in arms, whofe very name 
Infus'd a fecret panic where it came, 
Ev'n he, as high above the clouds he flew, 
And fpied the mountains lefs'ning to th^ view, . 
Naught round him but the wide-expanded air, . 
JJeJplcfs^ abandon- d to a ftx\^YvBi^^ ^^>:i^^ 
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Struck with the rapid whirl, and dreadful height, 
ConfefsM fpme faint alarm^ fome little fright. 

The friendly god, who inftaritly divin'd 
The terrors that poflefs'd his fellow's mind. 
To calm his troubled thoughts, and cheat the way, 
Defcrib'd the nations that beneath them lay ; 
The name, the climate, and the foil's increafe,. 
Their arms in war, their government in peace ; 
Shew'd their domeftic arts, their foreign trade. 
What int*reft they purfu'd, what leagues they made. 
The fweet difcourfe fo charm'd Porfenna's ear, 
That loft in joy he had no time to fear. 

From- Scandinavia's cold inclement wafte. 
O'er wide Germanic's various realms they paft,. 
And now on Albion's fields fufpend their toil. 
And hover for a while, and blefs the foil. 
0*€r the gay fcene the Prince delighted hung, 
A.nd gaz'd in rapture, and forgot his tongue i 
rill burfting forth at length : Behold, cried he, 
Che promis'd ifle, the land I long'd to fee ; 
^hofe plains, thofe vales, and fruitful hills, declare 
fy queen, my charmer, muft inhabit there, 
'hus rav'd the monarch, and the gentle guide, 
leas'd with his error, thus in fmiles replied. 
I muft applaud, my lord, the lucky thought ; '^ 
''n I, who know tji' original, am caught, > 

id doubt my fenfes, when I view the draught, j 
e flow-afcendlng hill, the lofty wood 
at mantles o'er its brow, t\ic fiVvet ^oo^ 
nd'ring in mazes thro' tVve ftoVr^ t«ie^> 
terd thsit in the plenteous ip^&ux^^ U^5s.> 
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And cv'ry objefk, ev'ry fcene excites 

Frefh wonder in my foul, and fills with new delightsi 

Dwells cheerful Plenty there, and learned Eafe, 

And Art with Nature feems at ftrife to pleafe. 

There Liberty, delightful goddefs, reigns. 

Gladdens each heart, and gilds the fertile plains; 

There firmly feated may fhe ever fmile. 

And ftiow'r her bleffings o'er her fav'rite ifle ! 

But fee, the rifing fun reproves our flay. 

He faid, and to the ocean wing'd his way. 

Stretching his courfe to climates then unknown^ 

Nations that fwelter in the burning zone ; 

There in Peruvian vales a moment (laid, 

And fmooth'd his wings beneath the citron ihade$ . 

Then fwift his pinions plied again, 

Crofs'd the new world, and fought the fouthern main ; , 

Where many a wet and weary league o'erpaft, . 

The wifh'd for paradife appear'd at laft. 

With force abated now they gently fweep 
O'er the fmooth furface of the fhining deep | 
The dryads h^il'd them from the diftant (hore, 
TheNereidsplay'daround, the Tritons fwam before^; - 
While foft Favpnius their arrival greets, 
And breathes his welcome in a thoufand fweets. 
Nor pale difeafe, nor health confuming care. 
Nor wrath, nor foul revenge^^an enter there ; 
- No vapour's foggy gloom imbrWns the £ky ; 

No tempefts rage, no angry light'nings fly ; 
JBut dews, znd foft-refrelhiag a\w are found. 
And pure ethcrcd azure ftviues ^xquuA. 
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e*cr the fwcet Sab«an foil can boaft, 
ecca's plains, or India's fpicy coaft ; 

Hybla's hills, o»-rich Oebalia's fields, 
►w'ry vale of fam'd Hymettus yields ; 
liat of old th' Hefperian orchard grac'd ; 
lat was e'er delicious to the tafte, 
: to the fmell, or lovely to the. view, 
Sled there with added beauty grew, 
-tow'ring to the heav'na the trees are fccn, 

bulk immenfe, their leaf for ever green; 
)fely interwove, the tell-tale fun 
le'er defcry the tieeds beneath them done^ 
Inhere by fits the fportive gales divide 

tender tops, and fan the leaves afide. 
a fmooth carpet at their feet lies fpread 
natted.grafs, by bubbling, fountains fed ; 
on each bough die feather'd choir employ 
:- melting notes, and nought is heard but joy# 
tainted flow'rs exhale a rich perfume, 
"ruits are mingled with eternal bloom. 
Spring, and Autumn hand: in hand appear,* 
on the merry months, and join to clothe the year.- 
, o'er the mountain'^ fl^aggy fummit pour'd, 

rock to rock the tumbling torrent roar'd, 
e beauteous Iris in the vale below 
s on the rifing fumes her radiant bow, 

thro' the meads the mazy current ftray'd, 
hid its wand'rings in the myrtle fhade y 
I a thoufand veins divides its ftoxe^ 
•.^5c4/)/ai2t, rcfrefhes.ev'ry ftoVi.% ., 
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O'er gems and golden fands in murmurs flows, . 
And fweetlyfoothcs the foul, and lulls to foft repofo 

If hunger call, no foaner can the mind 
Exprefs her will to needful food inclined. 
But ill fome cool recefs, or op'ning glade, 
The feats are plac'd, the tables neatly laid. 
And inftantly convey'd by magic hand. 
In comely rows the coftly difhes ftand ; 
Meats of all kinds that nature can impart, 
Prepar'd in all the niceft forms of art, 
A troop of fprightly nymphs, array'd in green, 
With flowVy chaplets crown'd, come fcudding in^ 
With fragrant bloflbms thefe adorn the feaft, 
Thofe with officious zeal attend the gueft ; 
Beneath his feet the filken carpet fpread. 
Or fprinkle liquid odours o'er his head. 
Others in ruby cups with rofes bound 
Delightful ! deal the fparkling neftar round*; 
Or weave the dance, or tune the vocal lay ; 
The lyres refound, the merry minftrels play. 
Gay health, and youthful joys o'erfpread the place. 
And fweH each heart, and triumph in each fiacc. 
So when embolden'd by the vernal air. 
The bufy bees to blooming fields repair j 
For various ufe employ their chymic pow'r; 
One culh the fnowy pounce, one^fucks the flow'n 
Again to difF'rent works returning liome. 
Some * fteeve the honey, fome ereft the comb ; 
All for the gen'ral good in concert drive. 
And ev^ry foul's in motion, e.Vx^ >it8fc% -^x^^ 

* Or flivc,ftipatvU 
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And now defcending from his flight, the god 
In the green turf released his precious load ; 
;^here, after mutual falutations paft, 
Lnd endlefs friendihip vow'd, they part in hafte ; 
lephyr impatient to behold his love, 
'he prince in raptures wand'ring thro' the grove ; 
low ikipping on, and finging as he went. 
Tow flopping (hort to give his tranfports vent ; 
iTith fudden gufts of happinefs opprefs'd, 
X ftands entranced, or raves like one poffefs'd ; - 
!is jxiind afloat, his wand'ring fenfes quite 
'ercome with charms, and frantic with delight ; 
rDm fcenc to fcene by random fteps convey'd, 
dmires the diflant views, explores the fecret (hade, 
-wells on each fpot, with eager ^ye devours 
■fee woods, the lawns, the buildings, and the bowers; 
ew fweets, new joys at ev'ry glance arife, 
nd ev'ry turn creates a frefh furprize* 

Clofe hy the 1>orders of a rifing wood, 
I a green vale ^ cryftal grotto flood ; 
nd o'er its fide, beneath a beachen fhade, 
I broken falls a filver fountain play'd. 
lithcr, attrafted by the murm'ring ftream, 
nd cool reccfs, the pleasM Porfenna came, 
Xpi on the tender grafs reclining chofe 
'o wave his joys a while, and take a ihort repofe. 
lie fcene invites him, and the wanton breeze 
Tiat whifper thro' the vale, the dancing trees, 
lie warbling birds, and rills that g^exvtJb} ct^'t'^^ 
iVjojM tbcirmuGc to prolong hU fttft^. 

Z "t"^^ 
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The piincefs for her morning walk prepared 1 
The female troops attend, a beauteous guard, 
Array'd in all her charms appeared the fair ; 
Tall was her ftature, unconfin'd her air j 
Proportion deck'd her limbs, and in her face 
Lay love inflirin'd, lay fweet attra^iive grace 
Tempering the awful beams her eyes conveyed. 
And like a lambent flame around her played. 
No foreign aids, by mortal ladies worn. 
From (hells and rocks her artlefs cfasrms adorn } 
For grant that beauty were by gems increased, 
'Tis render'd more fufpeScd at the Icaft 5 
And foul defe£ls, that would efcape' the fight. 
Start from the piece, and take a ftrongcr light. 
Her chefnut hair in carelefs rings around 
Her temples wav'd, with pinks and jes'minc<:fownM, 
And, gathered in a filken cord behind, 
Curl'd to the waift, and floated in the wind i 
O'er thefe a veil of yellow gauze fhc wore. 
With amaranths and gold embroidered o'er. 
Her fnpwy neck half naked to the ^'kw . 
Gracefully fell ; a robe of purple hue 
Hung loofely o'er her flender fhape, and try'd 
To Ih^de thofe beauties that it could not hide. 

The damfels of her train with mirth and fon 
Frolic behind, and laugh and fport along. 
The birds proclaim their queen from ev'ry trc 
The beads run frifking thro' the groves to fee 
The Loves, the Pleafures, and the Graces m 
In smtic rounds, and daivc^'bt.iot^'V^.x l^^\.* 
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By whate'er fancy led, it chancM that day 
They thro' the fecret valley took their way, 
And to the cryftal grot advancing, fpy'd 
The Prince extended by the fountain's fide. 

He look'd as, by fome fkilful hand exprefs*d, 
Apollo's youthful form retir'd to reft 5 
When with the chace fatigu'd he quits the wood 
For Pindus' vale, and Aganippe's flood •, 
There fleeps fecure, his carelefs limbs difplay'd 
At cafe, encircl'd by the laurel fhadc ; 
Beneath 'his head his fheaf of arrows lie. 
His bow tmbent hangs negligently by. 
The flumb'ring Prince might boall an equal grace, 
So tum'd his limbs, fo beautiful his face. 

' Waking, he ftarted from the ground in hafte, 
And faw the beauteous choir around him placM 5 
Then, fummoning his fenfes, ran to meet 
The queen, and laid him humbly at her feet. 
Deign, lovely Princefs, to behold, faid he, *) 
One, who has travers'd all the world to fee > 
Thofe charms, and worihip thy divinity : J 
Accept thy flavc, and with a gracious fmile 
Excufe his rafhnefs, and reward his toil. 
Stood motionlefs the fair with mute furprife. 
And read him over with admiring eyes ; 
. And while fhe ftedfaft gaz'd, a pleafing fmart 
Ran thrilling thro' her veins, and reach'd her heart- 
Etch limb (he fcann'd, confider'd ev'ry grace, 
And fagcl/ judg^'d him of the P\icemiL liiv:^* 
An animal like this, fhe ne'er had kiio-wtv, ^ 
ylx7(/ tbcac(; cvacl^dcd there couIOl Vi \j>xx. '-^^^^ .. 



iZo THE HISTORY OF PORSflNNA, 

The creature too had all tlie Phoenix air ; 
None but the Phoenix could appear fo fair. 
Vhc more flie look'd, the more (he thought it true, 
And call'd him by that name, to fliow flie knew. 

O handfome Phoenix, for that fuch you are 
We know ; your beauty does your breed declare i 
And I with forrow own, thro' all my coail IJfi 

Xo other bird can fuch perfeftion boaft j . r^ 

For nature form'd you fmgle and alone : .-' Y^<- 

Alas ! what pity 'tis there is but one ! fie 

Were there a queen fo fortunate to (hew * '^^t 

An aviary of charming birds like you, 
What envy wou'd her happinefs create 
In all who faw the glories of her ftate ! 

The Prince laughed inwardly, furpriz'd to finJ r 
So ftrange a fpeech, fo innocent a mind. 
The compliment indeed did fome offence , 
To reafon, and a little wrong'd her fenfe ; 
He could not let it pafs, but told his name. 
And what he was, and whence, and why he came i^ ? 
And hinted other things of high concern 
For him to mention, and for her to learn j 
And fhe *ad a piercing wit, of wond'rous reach 
To comprehend whatever he could teach.^ 
Thus hand in hand they to the palace walk, 
Pleas'd and inilruded with .each other's talk*. 

Here, fhould I tell tlie furniture's expencc, , 
And all the ftrufture's vaft magnificence, 
Defcrihe the walls of {hvmtv^ (ai^Kvte made^ 
WJth emcrzld and peail tVi^ SIoot^ vciaSA^ 



3efto 
I 

i-Iiill 

•i 

TL 
Soje 

hd 

lleni 

a 






KING OF RUSSIA. l8x 

And how the vaulted canopies unfold 

A mimic heav'n, and flame with gems and gold ;' 

Or how FeKcity regales her gueft, 

The wit, the mirth, the mufic, and the fcaft ; 

And on each part bellow the praifes due, 

'T would tire the writer, and the reader too. 

My am'rous tale a fofter path purfues : 

Love and the happy pair demand my Mufe. 

O could her art in equal terms exprefs 

The lives they lead, the pleafures they poflcfs ! 

Fortune had ne'er fo plenteoully before 

Beftow'd her gifts, nor can fhe lavifli more. 

* Tis heav'n itfelf, 'tis extafy of blifs, 

Uninterrupted joy, untir'd excefs j 

Mirth foll'wing mirth, the moments dance away ; 

Love claims the night, and friendfhip rules the day. 

Their tender care no cold indifference knows j 
No jealoufies difturb their fweet repofe ; 
No ficknefs, no dec^y ; but youthful grace. 
And conftant beauty Ihines in either face. 
Benumbing age may mortal charms invade, 
Flow'rs of a day that do but bloom and fade ; 
Far different here, on them it only blows 
The lily's white, and fpreads the blufliing rofe ^ 
No conqueft o'er thofe radiant eyes can boaft j 
They, like the ftars, fliine brighter in ks froft j 
Nor fear its rigour, nor its rule obey ; 
All feafons are the fame, and ev'ry month is May* 

Alas ! how vain is happinefs below ! 
Haxij foon ox ktc, muft have his ftx^i^'ot ^qr.\ 
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Slight are his joys, and fleeting as the wind ; 
His griefs wound home, and leave a fting behin^^ 
His lot diftinguifli'd from the brute appears 
Lefs certain by his laughter than his tears •, 
For ignorance too oft our pleafure breeds, , 
But forrow from the reas'ning foul proceeds. 
If man on earth in endlefs blifs could be, 
The boon, young Prince, had been beftow'd on thee; 
Bright fhone thy ftars, thy fortune flourifh'd fair, 
And feem'd fecure beyond the reach of care. 
And fo might ftill have been,, but anxious thought 
Has dafti'd thy cup, and thou muft tafte the draught. i 

, It fo befel, as on a certain day ' 

This happy couple toy*d their time away, i 

He a(k*d how many charming hours were flown, | 
Since on her flave her heav'n of beauty fhone. | 
Should I confult my heart, cry'd he, the rate 
Were fmall, a week would be the utmoft date : 
But when my mind reflefts on aftions paft. 
And counts its joys, time mufl have fled more faft- 
Perhaps I might have fa id, three months are gone. 
Three months ! reply'd the fair, three months alone ! 
Know that three hundred years have roU'd away. 
Since at my feet the lovely Phoenix lay. 
Three hundred years ! re-echo'd back the Prince, 
A whole three hundred years completed fince 
I landed here ! O ! whither then are flown 
Mydeareft friends, my fubjefts, and. my throne? 
How ftrange, alas ! how alter'd fhall I find 
£ich earthly tiling, cacVvkt\v^\\^U\»«8^CvcAV 
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Who knows me now ? on whom fliall I depend 
To gain my rights ?, where fliall I find a friend ? 
Mfxrown perhaps may grace a foreign line, 
4 race of kings that know not me nor mine j 
Who reigns may wifli my death, his fubje£ls treat 
tfy claim withjcorn, and call their prince a cheat. 
3h had my life, been ^nded as begun J 
^7 defttn'd ftage, my race of ^glory run, ^ 

(hould have dy'd well pleas'd ;.my honour'd nam^ 
iad liv'd, had flourifli'd in the lift of fame } 
leflefting now my mind with horror fees 
fhe fad furvey^ a fcene of. fliam'eful cafe, 
^hcodious blot, the fcandal of my race, 
•carce known, and only mention'd wittxiifgracc. 

The fair beheld him with impatient eye,. 
bd, red with anger, made this warm reply ; 
Jngrateful man ! is this the kind return 
ij love deferves ? and can you thus with fcorn 
Ujea what once you priz'd, what once you fwore 
urpafs'd all charms, and made ev'n glory poor ? 
\/hat gifts have. I beftow'd, what favoufs fliown ! 
lade you partaker of my bed and throne ; 
Tucee centuries prcferv'd in youthful prime, 
afe from the rage of death, and-iiyuries of time* 
iTeak arguments ! for glory reigns above 
he feeble ties of gratitude and love.; 
urge them not, nor would requeft your ftay; 
he phantom glory calls, and I obey ; 
.11 other virtues are regardlefs quite^ 
i/iit and ,abforb'd in that tu^wot \\^U 
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Go then, barbarian, to thy realms return, 
And fliew thyfclf unworthy my concern j 
Go, tell tl\e world your tender heart could give 
Death to the Princefsby whofe care you live. 

At this a deadly pale her cheeks o'erfpread. 
Cold trembling feiz'd her limbs, her fpirits fled ; 
She funk into his arms : the Prince was mov'd. 
Felt all her griefs, for ftill he greatly lovM, 
He fighM, he wifh'd he cotild forget his throne. 
Confine his thoughts, and live for her alone ; 
But glory fhot him deep, the venoniM dart 
Was fixM witliin, and rankled at his heart ; 
He couM not hide its wounds, but pin'd away 
Tiikc a fick Bow'r, and languifh'd in decay. 
An age no longer like a month appears. 
But 5v!ry montli becomes a hundred years. 

Felicity was griev'd, and could not bear 
A fcene fo cTiang*d, a fight of fo much care. 
She told him, with a look of cold difdain. 
And feemlng eafe, as women well can feign. 
He might depart at will •, a milder air 
Woii'd mend his health ; he was no pris'ner there,; 
She kept him not, and wifh'd he ne'er might find 
Caufe to regret the place he left behind; 
Which once he lov'd, and where he ftill muft owq. 
He had at leaft fome little pleafure known. 

If thefe prophetic words a while deftroy 
His peace, the former balance it in joy. 
He thanked her fox her kind cotvceitv, Wt cKofc 
To quit the place, the reft letAveaVn iSJjofe. 

7^ 
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For Fatej on mifchiefs bent, perverts the will, 

Aiad firft infatuates whom it means to kill. 

Aurora now, not as fhe wont to rife, 
;.In gay attire ting'd with a thoufand dyes, 

But fober-fad.in folemn ftate appears, 
: Clad in a dulky vale bedew*d with tears. 

Thick mantling clouds beneath her chariot fpread, 

A faded wreath hangs drooping from her head. 

The fick'ning fun emits a feeble ray, 

Half drown'd in fogs, and ftruggling into day. 

Some black event the threatening (kies fortetel, 

Porfcnna rofe to take his laft farewel. 
A curious veft the mournful Princefs brought, 
. And armour by the JLiemnian ^rtift wrought ; 
A {hining lance with fecr^t virtue ftor*d. 
And of refiftlefs force a magic fword 5 

vCaparifons and gems of wond*rous price. 
And loaded him with gifts and good advice ; 
But chief ihe gave, and what he moft would need. 
The fleetcft of hicr ftud, a flying deed. ' 
The fwift Grifippo, faid th' affliaed fair, p 

(Such was the courier's name) with fpeedfliallbear > 
And place you fafely in your native air; j 

Aflift againft the foe with matchlefs might, 
Ravage the field, and turn the doubtful fight ; 
With care proteft you till the danger ceafe. 
Your truft in w^r, your ornament in peace. 
But this I warn, beware ; whatever (hall lay 
To intercept your courfe, or tempt your ftay, 
Quit not your faddle, nor your f^ted ^.b^tClv 

TjUJ fdfeljr landed at your p^Uct ^"a^^* 
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On this" alone depends your weal or woe ; 
Such is the will of Fate, and fo the gods fore 
He in the fofteft terms repaid her love. 
And vow'd, nor age nor abfence fliould rem 
His conftant faith, and fure flie cou'd not bla 
*A fliort divorce, due to his injur'd fame. 
!rhe debt difcharg'd, then ftiould her foldier < 
Gay from the field, and flufli'd with conqueft,} 
With equal ardor her afFeftion meet. 
And lay his laurels at his miftrefs' feet. 
He x:eas'd, and fighing took a kind adieu ; 
Then urg'd bis fteed ; the fierce Grifippo fle 
With rapid force outftripp'd the lagging win 
And left the blifsful fhores, and weeping fair be 
Now o'er the feas purfu'd his airy flight, [b 
Now fcour'd the plains, and climb'd the mou) 
Thus driving on at fpeed the Prince had ? 
Ne'er half his courfe, when, with the fettin 
As diro* a lonely lahe he chanc'd to ride. 
With rocks and buflies fcnc'd on either fide 
He fpy'd a waggon full of wings, that lay 
Broke and o'ertum'd acrofs the narrow wa 
The helplefs driver on the dirty road 
Lay ftruggling, crufh'd beneath th' incumb 
Never in human fliape was feen before 
A wight fo pale, fo feeble, and fo poor. 
Comparifons of age would do him wronj 
For Neftor's felf, if plac'd by him, were 
His limbs were naked all, and worn fo f 
The bojies fcem'd darting tY«o' xVt^-^ctdj) 
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His eyes half drown'd in rheum, his accents weak, 
B^ld was his head, and furrow'd was his cheek. , 

The cdnfcious fteed ftopp'd fhort in deadly fright. 
And back recoiling, ftretch'd hi^ wings for flight. 
When thus the wretch, with fupplicating tone ") 
And rueful face, began his piteous moan, > 

And, as he fpake, the tears ran trickling down, j 
O gentle youth, if pity e'er inclined 
Thy foul to gen'rous deeds, if e'er thy mind 
Was touch'd with foft diftrefs, extend thy care 
To fave an old man's life, and eafe the load I bear. 
So may propitious heav'n your journey fpeed, 
Prolong your days, and all your vows fucceeJ. 

Mov'd with the pray'r the kind Porfenna (laid. 
Too -nobly minded to refufe his aid. 
And, prudence yielding to fuperior grief, 
Leap*d from his fteed, and ran to his relief ; 
Remov'd tjie weight, and gave the pris'ncr breatK, 
Juft choak'd and gafping on the verge of death. 
Then reach'd his hand, when lightly with a bound 
The grizle fpeftre vaulting from the ground, 
Seiz'd him with fudden gripe, tb* aftonifti'd Prince, 
Stood. horror-ftruck, and thoughtlefs of defence. 

O King of Ruffia, with. a thund'ring found 
BellowM the ghaftly fiend, at length thou'rt found 
Receive the ruler of mankind, and know. 
My name is Time, thy ever dreaded foe. 
Thefe feet are founder'd, and the wings you fee 
Worn to the pinions in puituit. oi \^<e.^ s 
Thro' all the world in^vaiu ioT ^^c^ ^o\i.'^'^'» ^ 
But Fatc^ha^ dowin*d thee now ^ •2».:;^i^*^»ro'^ -Vv ^^^^ 
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ouTid his neck Iiis arms he nimbly calV, 

izM him by the throat, and grafp'd hini faft • 

rc'd at length the foui forfook its fcat^ 

t pale breatkkfs corfe fell bleeding at his feet* 

:e had the curfed fpoiJer left hk prey, 

fo it chanc*d young Zephyr pafs'd that way i 

e his prcfencc to affift his friend^ 

lut hclplei:i witnefs of his end- 

feSj and fiins, and ft rives in vain to cure 

aming wounds ; the work was done too fuic, 

^htly with a foft embrace uprears 

eleft loadj and bathes it in his tears j 

y thebJifsful feats with fpeed convejrs, 

aceful on the moJTy carpet lays 

ecent care, clofe by the fountain's fide, 

fitft the Princefs had her Phoenix fpyM* 

^ith fweetflow'rs hts lovely limbs^he ftrewM, 

ea parting kifs, and fighs and tears beftow'd* 

at fad folitude the weeping dame, 

Ith her lofs, and fwoln with forrow came. 

f^as ilte wont to vent her griefs, and mourn 

ear delights that muft no more return, 

that morn M'ith more than ufual care 

-, but O what joy to find him there ! 

irrivM, and weary with the way^ 

,0 foft repofCj her hero lay- 

ir approaching flie began to creep, 

xful fteps, loth to difturb his fleep; 

re overcome with teudernefs flie ilew, 

id hh iicck htr Pirn's mti^Ti.^^^\\<toc«? 
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But, when (he found himdead, no tongue can tell 
The pangs fhe felt ; (he fhriek'd, and fwooning fell. 
Waking, with loud laments fhe pierc'd the ikies. 
And filled th' affrighted foreft with her cries, . ' 
That fatal hour the palace gates fhe barr'd. 
And fix'd around the coafl a flronger guard ; 
Now rare appearing, and at diflance feen. 
With crouds of black misfortune plac'd between ^ 
Mifchiefs of ev'ry kind, corroding care, 
And fears, and jealoufies, and dark defpair. 
And fince that day (tlie wretched world muft owa 
Thefe mournful truths, by fad experience known) 
No mortal e'er enjoy'd that happy clime, 
And ev'ry thing on earth fubraits to Time. 
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O'ER the pale embers of a dyings fire. 
His little lamp fed but with little oil, 
The curate fat (for fcanty was his#hire) 

And ruminated fad the morrows toil. ^ 

*Twas Sunday's eve, meet feafon to prepare 
The ftatcd le£lures of the coming tyde } 

No day of refte to him but day of care. 

At manie a church to preach with tedious ride. 

Before him fprede his varioxis fermons lay, 
Of explanation deepe and fage advice. 

The harvefl gain'd from man^ ^ tKoM^l^'^V ^joj^'^^ 
The fruit of iearninge \>ou^l ^^^ia.\>K?cn 
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On thefc he caft a fond but fearful eye : 

A while he paus'd for forrow ftopp'd his throte ; 
Arriv'd at length he hcav'd a bitter fighe 

And thus complain'd, as well indeed he mote* 
" Here is the fcholar's lot, condemned to fail 

Unpatroniz'd o'er -life's tempeftuous wave. 
Clouds blind his Cghte, nor blows a friendly gale 

To waft him to one port, except the grave. 

*^ Big with prefumptive hope I launchM my keele. 

With youthful ardour and bright fcience draught, 
Unanxious of the pain long doom'd to feel. 

Unthinking that the voyage might end in nought. 
*^ Pleas'd on the fummit fea I danc'd a while 

With gay companions, and with views as fair, 
Outftript by thefe I'm kept to humble toil. 

My fondeft hopes abandoned in defpair. 
** Had my ambitious mind been led to rife i 

To higheft flights, to crozier and to pall. 
Scarce could I mourn the miffinge of my prize 

For foaring wifhes well deferve their fall. I 

*^ No tow'ring thoughts like thefe cngag'd my breaft, 
I hop'd (nor blame ye proud, the lowly plan) 

Some little cove, fome parfonage of reft 
The fcheme of duty fuited to the man : 

** Where in my narrow fphere, fecure at eafe , 
From vile dependence free I might remain. 

The guide to good, the counfellor of peace. 

The friend, the fliepherd of the village fwain. 
'^ Yet cruel fate denied tVvt Im A\ t^<\>\^^^ 

And bound me faft. ixi ouc MV ;i-K\Q,\S:^VQ>w^ 
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Beyond the chance of remedy, to teft 

-The flave of wealthie pride and prieftly power. 
** Oft as iniruflet- weeds I fcour along 

In diftant chapels haftilie to pray, 
By nod fcaree notic'd of the paffing throngc, 

' Tis but the curate', every child will fay^ 
** Nor circumfcrib'd indignity alone 

Do I my rich fuperibr's vaflal ride ; 
Sad penury as was in cottage known 

With all its frowns does o'er my roof prefide. 
** Ah I-rnot for me the harveft yields its ftore. 

The bough c rown'd fhock in vain a ttrafts mine eye. 
To labour doom'd and deftin'd to be poor, 

I pafs the fieJd, I hope not envious by.. 
** When at the altar furplice clad I ftand, 

, The bridegroom's joy draws forth the golden -fee, 
The gift I take, but dare not clofe my hand. 

The fplendid prefent centers not in me." 



A PROLOGUE, 

Supp'fed to be written by Mr Warton, and lately 
/poke at /Atf Winchester Theatre, wA/VA 
/lands over the city Shambles. 

WHOE'ER our houfe examines muft excufe 
The wond'rous fhifts of the dramatic mufe : 
Then kindly liften, while the Prologue rambles 
From wit tobeef — from Shakefpeare to the fhamblcs ! 
Divided only by one flight of fta\i^> 
The monarch fwaggers, and t\i^\»3X0Bct V«^a^'^^\ 
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Quick the tranfition, when the curtam drop8,- 
From meek Monimia's moans — to mutton chops:! 
Wliile for Lotharia's lofs, Califta cries. 
Old women fcold, and dealers iiamn your eyes, I 
Here, Juliet liftens to the gentle lark j 
There, in harfh chorus, hungry bull dogs b^rk* 
Cleavers and fcymiters give blow for blow, 
And heroes bleed above, and fliecp below. 
While tragic thunders fhake the pit and box, 
Rebelloytrs to the roar the ftaggerihg ox. 
Cows-horns and trumpets mix their martial tenesmi 
Kidneys and kings, mouthing and marrow-boncs^j 
Suet and fighs, blank verfe and blood abound \ 
And form a tragi-comedy around : 
With weeping lovers, dying calves complain ; 

Confufion reigns Ckaos is ccme again / ' 

Hither your ftecl-yards, butchers bring, to w^igh 
The pound of flclh Antonia*s bond muft pay ! 
Hither your knives, ye butchers dad in blue. 
Bring, to be whetted by the cruel Jew ! 

How hard our lot, v;rho feldom doom'd to eat, 
Caft a flieep's eye on this forbidden treat ; 
Gaze on firloins, which ah ! we cannot carve. 
And in the midft of legs of mutton ftarve ! 
But would ye to our houfe in crowds repair^ 
Ye generous captains, and ye blooming fair. 
The fate of Tantalus we fhould not fear, ^ 
Nor pine for a repaft that is fo near. 
Monarchs no more would fupperlefs remain \ 
Nor prcgmni queens iot cuiUtJ Iwg.m^-wsw* 
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DUNCAN. 

A FRAGMENT., 

SAW ye the Thane o'meikle pride, 
Red anger in his eye ? 
I faw him not, nor care, he cry'd ; 

Red anger frights na' me. 
For I have ftuid whar Honour bade> 

The' Death trod on his heel r 
Mean is the crcft that ftoops to fear j 

Nae fie may Duncan feel. 
Hark ! Hark ! or was it but the wind . 

That thro' the ha* did fing ? 
Hark ! HarTc ! agen : a warlike fhout 

The black woods round do ring. 
'Tis na' for nought, bald Duncan cry'd, 

Sic fhouting's on the wind : 
Syne up he ftarted frae hi^ feat, 

A thrang. o' fpears behind. 
Hafte, hafte, my valiant hearts, he faid, 

Anes mair to follow me ; 
. We'll meet yon fliouters by the burn ; 

I guefs wha they may be. 

But wha is he that fpeeds fae faft, 
l^r*G the ilaw-marching thrang ? 
Siie frne the mirk cloud ihooU oc V-^vcv^ 
The /k/ii biue face alan^-. 
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Some mcflenger it is, mayhap ; 

Then not of peace, I trow j 
" My Mafter, Duncan, bade me rin, 

" And fay thefe words to you. 
" Rcftore agen that bluiming rofe, 

" Your rude hand pluclct awa' : 
" Reftore agen his Mary fair, 

" Or you ihall rue the fa'." 
Three ftrides the gallant Duncan tuik. 

And fliuik his forward fpear : 
** Gae tell thy mafter, beardlefs youth, 

" We are na' wont to fear. 
^^ He comes na' on a wa'flcl rout 

" Of revel, fport, and play j 
*^ Our fwords gart Fame proclaim us men 

** Lang ere this rtiefu' day. 
" The rofe I pluckt, of right is mine j 

" Our hearts together grew, 
*' I^ike twa fwcet rofes on ae fta'k : 

" Frae hate to love fhe fltfw." 

Swift as a winged (haft he fped : 

" Bald Duncan faid, in jeer, 
" Gae tell thy mafter, beardlefs youth, 

" We ate na' wont to fear. 
** He comes na* on a waflTel rout, 

" Of revel, fport, and play ; 
" Our fwords gart Fame proclaim us men 

*' Lang ere this ruefu* day. 
* The rok I pluckt, oi V\^t \^ TcCvat.\ 
// Our hearts togcthci ^xcnv. 
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** Like twa fweet rofcs on ae fla'k : 

" Frae hate to love (he flew." 
He ftampt his foot upo' the ground,' 

And thus in wrath did fay : 
'* God ftrik my faul if frae this fi^id 

" We baith in life fliall gae/' 
He wav'd his hand 5 the pipes they play\{y 

The targets clatterM round. 
And now between the meeting fa,:s 

Was little fpace cf ground. 
But wha is flie that ria3 fae fail ? 

Her feet nac flap they, find. 
Sac fwiftly rides the milky cloud 

Upon the fimmer's wind. 

Her face, a mantle fcreqii'd af^re, 

She ihow'd of lily hue ; 
Sae frae the gray mid breaks the fun 

To drink the morningKlew. 
*^ Alake^ my friends ! what fight is this ? . . 

" Oh, ftap your rage," fhe cry'd : . 
" Whar love with honey 'd lip fliould be, 

** Mak not a breach fae wide. 
** Can then my uncle draw his fword, 

" ISIy hufband's breaft to blcid ? 
" Or can my fweet lorr: do to him 

" Sic foul and ruthlefs deid ? 
** Bethink ye, uncle, of the time "^^ 

" My gray-hair'd fatlier died : 
«< Frae wliar your IhriU \\ot\\ ft\>\\!«K>i\'t ^i^'^^ 
/* Ih /cut for you wV Cp^c4 \ 
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*' My brother, guard my bairn, he faid ; 

*^ She has nae father foon : 
'^ Regard her, Donald, as your ain : 

" rU afk nae ither boon; 
'* Would then my uncle force my love> 

*' Whar love it cou'd na' be, 
*^ Or wed m^ to the man I hate ? 

'' Was this his care of me ? 
*• Can thcfc brave men, who but of late, 

" Together chas'd the deer, 
" Againft their comrades bend their bows^t 

" In bluidy hunting here ?" 

She fpake, while trickling ran the tears 

Her blufhing cheek alang : 
And filencc, like a heavy cloud. 

O'er a' the warriors hang. 
Syne ftapt the red-hair'd Malcom furth, 

Threefcore his year| and three ; 
Yet a' the ftrength of ftrongeft youth 

In fic an eild had he. 

Nae pity was there in his btcaft ; 
X For war alane he lo'ed j 
His gray een fparkled at the fight 

Of plunder, death and bluid. 
" What ! (liall our hearts of fteel," he faid^, 

•* Bend to a woman's fang ? 
" Or can her words our honour quit 

" For fic difhoneft wrang ? 

'^ For this did a' thefe vj^moi^ ^<:>T8vft> 
'' To hear an idle t^<^ \ 
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** And o'er our death-accuftom'd arms 
" Sliall filly tears prevail ? 

They gied a ihout, their bows they tuik. 

They clafh'd their ftecly fwords. 
Like the loud waves of Bara's fhore : 

There was nae room for words. 

A cry the weeping Mary gied : 

** O uncle ! hear my prayer : 
" Heed na' that man of bluidy look**^— 

She had nae time for mair. 

For in the midft anon there came 

A blind, unweeting dart, 
That glanc'd frae off her Duncan's targe. 

And ftrack her to the heart. 

A while flie ftagger'd, fyne flic fellj^ 

And Duncan fee'd her fa' : 
Aftound he flood ; for in his limbs 

There was nae power at a'. . 

The fpear he meant at faes to fling. 

Stood fixM within his hand i 
His lips, half open, cou'd na' fpeak : 

His life was at a ftand. 

Sae the black ftump of fome auld aik. 

With arms in triumph dight. 
Seems to the traveller like a man. 



Caeiera defunt. 



THE 



THE COBLE R, 



w 



H Y fhould the mufe in high aaibitious vcrfc 
Sing the ftern warrior,aiid the bloody plain? 
Why not the praifc of induftry rehearfe. 
Its heart-felt pleafurc, and laborious pain ? 
In a fmall corner of yon narrow lane 
An humble habitation may you fee •, 
Its lonely window boafts no chryftal pane : 
O free from taxes may it ever be ! [fee, 

A(k you who dwell* within ? why then ftep in and* 

There lives a lowly wight, unknown to fame^ 
Of doubtlefs merit he, howe'er obfcure ; 
That artift fly, whom we a Cobler name. 
For ever chearful, and for ever poor. 
Far from the precincts of his peaceful door 
Vexatious riches fly, and wafting forrow ; 
To-day is his ; that he enjoys fecure ; 
And to the care of heaven commits to-mon'Ow : 
Nor aught has he to lend, nor aught can think to 
borrow. 

He with the dawning of the early mom. 
What time the loud-pip'd cock unccafing crows> ; 
Briik as the hunter at the founding horn, 
»Starts up in hafte, and to Ids cell he goes : ' j 
IVIid the keen piercing air his vlfagc glows. 
1«4 there no brandy then at my command ? 
Ah ! fparc, yc bitir.j: ffofts, liis helplefs toes; 
Nor mar the ufcful 1a\>o\us oi \\\^ V-axv^^ 
J^fe ;>:ii/i my naked feet uumVi^iv^ ^^^^ ^^^fc ^"w^^; 
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He rubs his hands a while,'and down he fits j 
The thread is twin'd 5 the wax along it flics ; 
Then to the laft the patient (hoe he fits, 
Vnd the iharp awl right cunningly he plies. 
Meanwhile he liftens to the tuneful cries 
)f fait, of cabbage, .or of -fifli to fell 5 
)r elfe fome merry fong doth he-devife, 
Vhich (lories quaint of ancient times doth tell^ 
)r whittles as he works, pleas'd and contented well. 

Ye reftles imps, that run about the (Ireet, 
luti without fear ; 'tis needlefs to give o'er : 
Vlifs to the fire may freely fct her feet j 
tfothcr may fcold ; and what can (he do more ? 
^hate'er is loft, the cobler can reftore ; 
3e it a heel, or (hould a feam be (lit, 
3r (hould a hole, btirnt out, appear before, , 
There is an art which even that hole can fit : 
i^bling's that worthy att : I fing the praife of it, 

'Tis night ; I fee his dimly-glimm'ring lamp ; 
Like a faint ftar which through the fog doth ihine, 
ts fickly flames ppprefs'd with vapours damp, 
is beams fcarce reaching this abode of mine : 

3y it he fits, nor yet doth he repine 

(Vhat doft thou mean, thou ra(h mifchievous boy ? 
Lay down that ftone j that Wicked wit of thine. 
Be gone with fpeed, and fomewhere elfe employ : 
Let honeft induftry in peace itfelf enjoy. 

But now the labour of the day is done ; x 

STor without half-pence \s \v\s \c^>lcvctxv ^^^x^^^ 
> fweet reward of toil \ Yvonv iivA^ nqoy^X 
however little, got wixKout a cuxtc^ 
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So home he hies him, freely to difburfe • . -- 
The earnings of the day in ale fo brown j 
He thanks kind heaven that made his lot no worfe 
Then takes his drink, and lays him foftly down ; 
Nor wants a loving wife, his honefl joys to cro^ 



ORTHODOX ADVICE. 

QUOTH John to his teacher, good Sir, if yoi 
pleafe, 
1 wott'd'bcg your advice in a difficult cafe ; 
'Tis a weighty concern, that may hold one for life,— 
*Ti8, in fliort, the old^ory of taking a wife, [marry. 
There's a pair of young damfels I'm proficr'd U 
And whether to chufe puts me in a quandary : 
Alike they're in age, family, fortune, and feature. 
Only one has more grace, and the other good-nature- 

As for that,faysthe teacher,good-nature and lovCj 
And fweetnefs of temper, arc gifts from above j 
And, as coming from thence, we fliould give 'ea 

their due j 
Grace is a fuperior blefling, 'tis true. 

Ay, Sir, I remember an excellent ferment. 
Wherein all along you gave grace the preferment 
ril never forget it ; as how you were telling. 
That heaven refided where grace had its dwelling;, 

Whyjohnj quoth the teacher,that's true: But, alas ! 

What heaven can do is quite out of the cafe y 

For, bjrday and bj night, with the woman you wed. 

'Tisyou that muft board , and \\%^outV^X tcvxsSlW* 

And a good-mturW girl may quicWVj po^ ^T^€«i 

^ut a /bur Jieaded faint v.'U\ V>? e>j^^ ''^^^tS^^ 
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SWELL the clariaiij fweep the firing, 
Blow into rage the mufe's fires ! 
All thy anfwcrs, Echo, bring, 
Let wood and dale, let rock and valley ring, 
Tis madnefa felf infpires. 

Hail, awful Madnefs, hail ! 
^•Thy realm extends, thy powers prevail, . 
Far as the voyager fpreads his Ventrous fail. 
Nor beft nor wifeft are exempt from thee ; 
Folly ^Folly's only free, 

JIark !— — to the aftonifli'd car 

The gale conveys a ftrange tumultuous found. 

They now approach, they now appear, — 
Phrenzy leads her chorus near. 

And demons dance around,—— 

Eride-^— Ambition idly vain, 
.Revenge, and Malice fwell her train,— 
Devotion warp'd — AfFeftion croft — 

Hope in Difappointment loft 

And injur'd merit with a downcaft eye, 
(Hurt by negle^i) flow ftalking heedlefs by. 

Loud..the fhouts of Madnefs rife, 
Various voices, various cries, — 
Mirth unmeaning— caufelefs moans, 
Burftfl of Jaughter,— heart-fck gso^cci^ — 

AJI fecm to fierce the (kies, 

Cc 
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; Rmigh as the ^wintry ware, that roa 
On Thulc's defert fliores, 
Wild raviilg to. the unfeeling afa-, 
The fctter'd Maniac foams along, 
(Rage^thc burthen of his jarting fon 
In rage he grinds his teeth, and fends^ h 

No pieafing memory left— forgotten 
All former fcenes of dear deKght> 
Connubial love — parentat joy- 
No fympathies like thefe his foul empl 
But all is dark Mritbin, 411 furious bl 

Not fo the love-^lotn maid. 
By too much tendemefs betxzfd ; 
Her gentle breaid no angry paffion fi 
But flighted TOWS foSefi, ini fainting 
She yet retains her wofited flame, 
All— —-but in reafon^ ftiU the fame. 
. Streaming eyes, 
Inceflant fighs. 
Dim haggard looks, atld clomted b'ef ^ 
Point out to pity's tears, the po6r difti 
Dead to the world— her fondeft wifbes 
She mourns herfelf thus early, loft.— 

Now, fadly gay, of forrows paft flie fin; 

Now, penflve, ruminates unutterable tl 
She darts — flic flies —who dares fo i 
On her fequefl:rate fteps. intrude ?•— 

'J/5 he — the Momtis of the flighty trai 
Merry mifchi^f fiUs liU\)T3i\iv. 
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•JBlankct-rob*d, and antic-crown^. 

The mimic monarch ikips around 5 

Big with <:onceit of dignity he fmiles. 
And plots his froHcsquaint,aQd nnfufpe£bed wiks.-* 

Laughter was there — but mark that groan, 
• Drawn from the inmoft foul ! 
** Give the knife, demons, or the poifon'd bowl, 
** To finiih miferies equal to your own." — 

Who's this wretch, with horror wild ? 

— — 'Tis Devotion's ruin'd child,—— 

Sunk in the emphafis of grief, 

Nor can he feel, ilor dares he afk relief. — 

Thou, fair Religion^ wa« dcfign'd. 

Duteous daughter of the (kies. 

To warm and ^hcer, the human mind, 

To make men iappy, good, and wife. 

To point, where £t$ in Jove array!d 

Attentive to eacli-fuppliant caU, 

The God of univerfal aid,. . 

The God the Father of us all. 

Firfl; (hewn by thee, thus glow'd the gracious fcene, 
'Till Superftition, fiend of woe. 
Bade doubts to rUc, and tears to flow, 

Andfpreaddeepfliadesourviewandheavenbetwcen. 
Drawn by her pencil the Creator fUnds, 
(His beams of mercy thrown afide) . ' 
With thunder arming his uplifted hands. 
And hurling vengeance wide. 

Hope, nt the frown aghaft, ^etYvtv^xm'^^^v^'^^'* ^S^J^*^-^ 

^x2d(/aft'donTerror'BTocts,¥i\i\v%W>^-^^^^'-^s 
Cc z 



'::04 THE THREE THAVELLXRS. 

But ah !— too thick thy croud— too clofc thy throng» 
Objefts of pity and affright *— 

Sparc farther the defcriptive fong— — 
Nature ihudders at the fight. — — 
ProtraA not, curbus ears, the mournful tale^ 

But o Vr thehaplefs group low drop Compaifion's TciL 



THE 

THREE TRAVELLERS. 
A TALE. 

A Good repute, a virtuous name, 
Philofophers fet forth, 
As the unerring path to fame. 

If fame confifts in worth. 
This jewel, rardy to be found. 

Sets merit full in view ; 
A moral glory fhines around 
Whate'er the virtuous do. 

The precious ointment, gently fhed. 

O'er mental ills prevails ; 
And, where the fragrant med'cine's fpread, 

It animates and heals. 
Yet hard it is to ufe it right, 

T\io^ beautiful to view \ 
It fhines diftingui{hing\^ \>i\^\.^ 
How tranfitory too \ 



\^ 
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like glafs it glitters, foon 'tis crackM, 

Irreparably frail ! 
All moralifts allow the fad. 

So I apply my talc— — 

When things inanimate couM fpeak, 

Fire once agreed with Water, 
A friendly jaunt one day ta take, 

But where, 'tis no great matter. 
It happened, that, the day before 

Each left his different ftation. 
They chofe a third, worth, twenty more^ 

And this was— ^Reputation. 
The three companions now refled. 

If chance (hould once divide 'em, 
How each his letters might direA, 

Or who would fureil guide 'em. 
JSnys Water, friends, you'll hear my name^ 

Tho' loft upon a mountain, : 
lEnquire at any murmuring ftrcam. 

Or feek me in a fountain. 
Where marflies ftagnate, bogs extend, 

Green reeds, and turfy fods 
Direft a path to meet your friend } 

A path the bullrufli nod^. 

From deep cafcades I fometimes pour; 

Through meadows gently glide \ 
I drop a dew ; defcend a ihower \ 

Or thunder in a tide. 
Four rc/lic/s make, quotViTi-BLU^ Wtw^'V-^ 
JuA like your parent ocewi; ^^ 
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I like to rove «« well as you. 
My life confifts in motion. 
But fhould I ftray, youll find me foon 

In matches, flints^ and tapers ; 
And tho' my temperas brifk and boon, 

I am often in the vapours. 
From fmoke fure tidings you may get. 

It can't fubfift without nic : 
Or find me, like fome fond coquette. 

With fifty fparks about me. 
In poets all my marks you fee,./ 

Since flafli and fmoke reveal me; 
Sufpeft me always near Nult Lee, 

Even Blackmore can't conceal me» 
In Milton's page I glow by art, 

One flame, intenfe and even ; 
In Shakespeare's blaze a fudden ftart^ 

Like lightening fhot from Heaven. 
In many more, a living ray. 

Thro' various forms I (hift ; 
I am gently lambent while J am 'Gay, 

But brighteft when I am Swift. 
In different fliapes too I am fech 

Among the young and fair ; 
And as the virtues £bine within. 

You'll ever find me there. 
I with pure, brilliant, piercing gleams, 

Arm bright Eliza's eye ; 
With jnodcfl, foft, c^Te^\\)t^i!CL^ 
£w€et Mary's I fu^ph. 
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Tke beft of flares i am called by mcn^ . 

When held in proper durance.; 
But, if > I once do mifchief , then 

I am heard of at the infurance. 
Thro' nature's works I take my flight. 

And kindle as I run ; 
Up from the tinder-box I light 

The chariot of thefun. 
Alas ! poor Reputation cryM, 

How happy in each other, 
Such numerous marks muft furdy guide 

Each ftranger to his brother. 
Tis I alone muft be undone, 

Such ills has fate dcfigri'd me-: 
It I be loft, 'tis ten to one, 

You never more will find me. 



A N ^ JL E G r. 

On the death of two Goldfinches, given to the 
writer by the Right Honourable Lady Mary 

Leslie, on her leaving Ireland. % 

*%» 

AD I E U ! O ye favourites, fo dear J 
Ye -pretty fwdct warblers adieu ! 
No more your glad notes fball I hear. 

No more meet your welcomes fa true ; 
No more on my {houUer and head. 

Free perching, my tea (hall ye fip ; 
No more (hall ye eye me for bread> 
Jind.fh^ch, with youi V\l\4> iiQxiw m^ \\^- 



^n5^ 
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Dull cenfors, ye hold it in fcorn. 

From fuch motives diftrefs fliould appear : 
Yet, I loY'd them, and cannot but mourn ; 

TheY are dead, and I muft drop a tear. 
Whoe'er (halL fuch feelings defpifei 

May 2L&, the more floicai parc> 
May vaunt himfelf happy and wife. 

But let him not boaft of his heart. 
Affeftion with virtue is join'd. 

It dwells with the brave and the fre^ 
It warms and ennobles the mindy . 

Then, is it a weaknefs in me? 
If gratitude weaknefs impliea^ 

That weaknefs .for ever be mine— 
And the gift for the giver I prize; 

They, lovely Maria, were thine. 
At Newland*, where often I ftray'd. 

And often you tripp'd by my fidef , 
One evening, flow winding the glade, 

In a hawthorn the ncftlipgs were fpy'd ; 
Soft tranfport quick ^lanc'd from your cy^. 

Sweet innocence lifp'd on your tongue ; 
They chirruf>'d — you wifli'd, with a figh. 

To protcft both the ncft and the young. 
Full feather'd they home -were conveyed— 

For honour and freedom vircll known, 
With a Leslie nought had they to dredd. 

And their «f ears were foon ovcs and gone. 

At 
• The E2r! of Roth ii'» ^ammtT«^\^ttvc*,x^twi:\i!5^\A^, 
The writer was prcctp\ox \o V^w Ia^^I^v^* 
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At large, in your chamber they flew— 

O ! there, that 'till no\i^ they might rove ! — 
And fed, and attended by you. 

Forgot both the fields and the grove. 
But the feafon of forrow drew nigh — 

Far hence muft their miftrefs depart : 
Remembrance, even now, fills my eye, 

For Maria was dear to my heart. 
And {he kiii'd her poor favourites, and cry'd ; 

And Ihe begg'd to her birds Pd be kind j 
And Ihe much in my care did confide, 

And her words ever liv'd in my mind. 
.One morn, of my Charley * bereft. 

What clfe could from hirelings enfue ? 
The window wide open was left, 

And away the dear libertine flew. 
All the day, though 'tis ftrange to relate^ 

All the day did he wantonly roam j x 
But at eve the foft notes of his mate, 

Recaird the bold fugitive home, 
^'or years the fole joy of her heart, 

Thence faithful he fung by her fide ; 
And at her when cold death flung his dart, 

}^c languifh'd, he ficken'd, he died. 
Adieu ! ye companions, fo dear ! 

Ye pretty fweet warblers adieu ! 
;No more your glad notes (hall I hear ; 

How rare meet afFeftion fo true ! 

D d TKfl 

r One of the GoldfincbcE&ciVX^^S ^Utsi^^^-^*^^' 
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SEARCH Nature's works, thro' all her mazyplan. 
All Nature's works are counterparts of Man, 
'Tis man, 'tis man, the moralizing mufc 
Sees in the rock, and in the wave purfues. 

Mark yonder low'ring cloud, fee billows rife. 
Shoot up aloft in air, and threat the ikies ; 
Such and fo great the ftorm within the foul, 
W'hen reafon fmks, and paffion's billows roll. 

See trembling fun-beams play along the tide, 
Soft breathes the gale, and fmooth the waters glide; 
'Tis fo the placid man's life gently flows, 
Where all is motion, and yet all repofc. 

The fluggard, every paflion luU'd to fleep^ 
Dares not to hope, to fear, to joy, to weep ; 
Behold, fit emblem of the fluggard's reft. 
The dead ftill calm, unbleffing and unbleft. 

Waves deftroy waves, fucceffive as they flow. 
And beat down others, that themfclves may grow 9 
So the falfe wretch, the bafeft of the bafc j 
Supplants his fellow, to ufurp his place. 

Wrapt in himfelf and refolutely juft, 
Unmov'd, nor changing with the changing guft ; 
The moral hero (lands each adverfe fhock. 
The moral hero's pi£l:ur'd in the rock. 

Behold the ocean, all inteftine jar, 
AU chTiOS, difcord, and unceaHng war; 
Behold the world, aWpaffiotv, ;o\(i7i^\^Tv1^\ 
TJie world's an ocean, uxiei ow no^'^^vs.'^^^^ 
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See, fee each bark exalt the little fall, 
Launch eager on the tide, and catch the gale, 
A haplefs bark, long e*cr it reach the coalt, 
[t muji be fhatter'd, and it may be loft,, 

Paffions are winds to urge us o'er the wave, 
Rcafon the rudder, to dfreft and favc ; 
This without thofe, obtains a vain employ, 
Thofe without this, but urge us to deltroy. 

Hope is our anchor : every comfort pafl. 
She gives an animating fniile at laft, 
With her, tho' wreck'd, we dare the ftormy main^ 
And wreck'd again, with h^r we dare again. 

The port is happinefs : all hither aim. 
All feek by different means, this end the fame ; 
Oh happinefs, to thee, to thee we're bound. 
Thee ever feek to find, tho' none e'er found. 
We feek thee here : In vain. We feek thee there> 
Still, ftill in vain ; thou phantom fleet as air. 

Say goddefs in what place thou lov'ft to dwell, 
What unknown region, or what hidden cell \ 
Oh deign to fhed one glimm'ring ray of light, 
Exalt one beacon , and dircft us right ; 
Thro' unknown tracks, thro' hidden cells for thee, 
Well climb each rock, and dauntlefs brave each fca. 

Unlike to this, behold another port. 
To which we v/ould not, yet we muft refort ; 
A filent port, where winds forget to roar. 
And foaming billows learn to foam no more ; 
Where clouds and quicW^nA^,ft.oiYri?k'^\A\s.^Kc^^^% 

ill hufh'd in filence and eteTtv*9\ ^^"^w- .^ 



212 A DISH OF TEA. 

Short is thy voy'gc, protraft it how you can 
Proceed then mortal, faor curtail thy fpan 
The ftorms of paffion, whirlpools of defpair, 
The ftraits of trouble, and the clouds of care ; 
Thefe, tho* they threat, fiiall quickly pafs awa] 
Short is thy voy'ge, and Ihort like that are thcj 
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J DISH OF TEA. 
R E T T Y charmer, glofly difh. 



Daily objeft cf my wifti, 
Let me fip thy liquid tea, 
Liquid leaf of Indian tree ; 
How I feel my fpirits flow. 
And my vigour in me glow ; 
When from teapot you diftil. 
Little teapot's fmoking rill. 
And you lofe your golden ftream 
In a filver flood of cream j 
And I lift thee to my lip, 
And like neftar thee I fip ; 
Oh, how charming is the blifs 
Of thy aromatic kifs. 

Happy he, who twice a day 
Thus can tafte his life away ; 
V/ho with each returning morn^ 
After walking o'er the lawn j 
And at night again can fip 
Lndia's fragrance from thy lip, 
Purer joys by far he Vno^w^^ 
Than from ftantig. B?^<;0:i>>^ ?^oh*^. 



VERSES lejt on a Table at a Chop-House, 
near the Royal Exchange. 

DEAR Betty, emblem of thy cliop-houfe ware. 
As broth reviving, and as french-bread fair j 
As thy fweet eyes, no cruet half fo bright, 
Tho' of cut-glafs, by a ^yax taper's light ; [touch. 
Thy hands for foftnefs, fliame the fweet-bread's 
Thy fingers all exceed the radifli much 5 
Blue veins appear upon thy lovely (kin, 
Like dainty mould on chefhire cheefe fo thin j 
No Durham muftard made the day before, 

j Is half fo quick as you from two till four ; 

! Sharp as my knife, and piercing as my fork, 
Is thy clear wit, and oh when country pork 
In feafoh comes, how does thy comic voice 
Join in the feaft, like that and apple faucej 
As leaves of endive is thy curling hair, 
Thy forehead like a muffin bak'd fo fair ; 
And when I fain would paint thy gentle mind, 
I talk of pigeons and of lambkins kind, 
Ere the vile butcher, or the poulterer drew 
That knife, which fent them to be dreft by you# 

Oh Betty, could I turn and fhift my love, 
With the fame art that you your fteaks can move, 
My heart thus cook'd,might prove a chop-houfe feail 
And you alone Ihould be the welcome gueft, 
But deareft girl, the flames that you Imijatt 

like chop on gridiron bxoU vx^ x^xi^^Vwc^s 



214 COSMELIA. 

Which if thy kindly helping hand ben't nigh, 
Muft like an unturn'd chop, hifs, burn, and fr 
And muft at laft, thou fcorcher of my foul, 
Shrink and become an undiitinguifh'd coal. 



J S N N ETT. 

TO heal the wound a bee had made 
Upon my Chloe'a face, 
Honey upon her cheek (he laid, 

And bade me kifs the place. 
Pleased, I obey'dj.but from the wound 

Imbib'd both fweet and fmart. 
The honey on my lips I found, 
Tl>e fting within my heart. 



CO S M E L I Jl. 

COSMELIA's charms infpire my lays. 
Who young in nature's fcorn, 
Blooms in the winter of her days 

Like Glallonbury thorn. 
Cofmelia cruel at threefcore, 

Like bards in modern plays, 
Four ads of life paft guiltlefs o'er 

But in the fifth flie flays. 
When e'er impatient for the blifs, 

Within her arms you fall. 
The plaifter'd fair tecewes tivc. Vv^'&y 
Like Thifbc - ^W ^ ^^\^* - 



\ 



jf Gentleman to a Surgeon letiirtg his Miftrefs 
Blood. 

FOND man that canft believe her blood 
Will from thofe purple chryftals flow, 
Or that the pure untainted flood 
Can any foul diftemper know, 
Or that thy weak fteel can incife. 
The chryftal cafe wherein it lies. 

Know, that quick blood proud of his feat 
Runs dancing thro' her azure veins \ 
Whofe harmony nor cold nor heat 
Difturbs, whofe hue no tinfture ftains ; 
And the hard rock wherein it dwells 
The keeneft dart of love repells. 

But thoi^reply'ft, Behold (he bleeds, 
Fool, thou'rt deceiv'd, and doft not know 
The myflic knot whence this proceeds. 
How lovers in each other grow ; 
Thou ftrok'fl her arm, but 'twas my heart 
Shed all the blood, felt all the fmart. 



The PRESBYTERUy PJRSON's BREECHES. 

PINDAR, thrice facred fhade, arife 
With deep folemnity, 
Aid me to fpurn the vulgar dufl. 
Aid me to reach the (ky. 

Let others in the Morning Poft. 
Write their ignoble name, ^ 



tl6 THE PRESBYTERIAN PARSON'S BREl 

My mufe among the ftars (hall fix 
Her everlafting fame. 

Let Garrick roufe " To Arms to Arms" 
And thunder « Who's afraid" 

To make the Coxheath Hero ftrut 
And fhew his fierce cockade. 

Let laureat Whitehead flatter kings 

To fill his purfe with riches, 
My mufe purfues a nobler theme, 

A parfon's greafy breeches. 

Thefe breeches were not made of filk^ 

Of cloth or velvet either ; 
The breeches that -fublime my lays 

Were made of courtly leather. 
That they might match the fable coat 

He wore upon his back, 

(For priefts delight in etiquette) 

Much greafe had dy'd them black. 
The dofl-or that he might expound 

His text with comely grace, 
Each Saturday was wont to (have 

His venerable face. 
Now aid me then ye mufes all, 

To fing in lofty ftave, 
How ufeful thefe fame breeches were 

While he his face did (have. 
They ferv'd him for a razor-ftrap 

Whereon his blade to v/het j 
For a rough edge were te^ ^xiO>^^\^ 
To make a Calvin tteV 



THE FAIR PENITENT. ^IJ 

And when his evangelic face 

To fcrape he did begin, 
rhey ferv'd him for a looking glafs. 

That he mightn't cut his chin. 

They ferv-d him for a fliouldcr clout 

Whereon his blade to clean. 
Which flood inftcad of mercury, 

To make the mirror (hine. 

Thus the grand fummit of her fong 

The mufe expiring reaches. 
Quite dazzled with the glorious theme^ 

The fplendor of the breeches. 
Oh crown our Parfon then with laurels 

And honour his invention, 
Does he not nu)re than Parfon Bate 

Deferve to have a penfion ? 
Straps, razors, mirrors buy no more. 

No more let tradefmen cheat us. 
For that which warms the Parfon's rump 

Is his {having apparatus. 



THE FAIR PENITENT. 

AN ELEGIAC BALLAD. 

Y£ mountains fo dreary and dread, 
To whom I fo often repair. 
In pity fall down on my head. 
And [natch mc at once from A^t^'xv:. 

Ee ^^ 



at TM4 fAIR PEMITEKT; 

In mercy, ye flcies, to ray woes^ 

Let your thunders avengingly «>H^ 
And death kindly hufh to repofe 

The ^tna that burfts on my fool. 
Twelve moons have I fcarccly been Wed, 

And honoured with BfBvcrlfs name; 
Yet how has the conjugal bed 

Been fteep'd in poUtttidti and (hame ! 
To the fondeft and worthieft youth. 

All fpotted and perjury I (land; 
And this ring, which onecrXvpore to my truth. 

Now deadens, thro* guilt^^^oa my hand 
Perdition quick fallen the hour 

That firft I faw Clerimont's facci 
And fatally gave him a power 

To plunge me in endlefs difgrace. 
From Time's fwiftly filvering wing 

This inftant O let it be torn ; 
And pluck from remenibrance a fting, 

Too bitter by far to be borne. 
Once white as the moon's pureft ray, 

This bofom could confcioufly heave, 
Defpife every thought to betray, 

And deteft every wifti to deceive. 
Once crown'd with contentment and reft. 

My days held the happieft race ; 
And the night faw me equally blcft, 

In my Beverly's hoiieft embrace. . \ 

But now, one contitvued AM^uKfe^ 
Vm hackney'd in h\feVvooi. m^ -a^.^ 



THE FA^R PENITENT. CIp 

And teach every glance of my eyes 
. To conceal every wifh of my heart. 
To meet with poor Beverly's kifs. 

What tranfport appears in my air ! 
Tho' his breail, once fhe pillow of blifs^ 

Swells only with death and dcfpair. 
If a look is by accident caught, 

Fm fiird with a thoufand alarms; 
And Clerimont fires every thought, 

When I melt e'en in Beverly^s arms- 
<Jreat Ruler of all things above, 

Whom Father of Mercies we deem. 
Let duty direft me to love 

Where reafon compells my efteem. 
Yet how to thy throne fhall I run •, . 

For pardon, how can I exclaim ; 
When every renewal of fun 

Beholds a renewal of fhame ! 
Nay, now while the guilt I deteft, 

My confcience fo dreadfully wrings ; 
This Clerimont grows on my breaft, 

And infenfibly twifts round the ftrings* 
Diftra£lion, this inftant repair, 

And feize the lead atom of brain ;. 
For nature no longer can bear 

This incredible fulnefs of pain ! 
Let Mercy employ its own time, 

I dare not look upward that way ; 
for unlcfs I defift from my mnvc:^ 
/Tis Wa/phemy furely to XJt^i^i* 



A DIRGE.. 

BOW the head thou lily fair, 
Bow the head in mournful guife j 
Sickly turn thy fliining white, 
Benrl thy ftalk and never rife. 
Shed thy leaves thou lovely rofe, 
Shed thy leaves fo fweet and gay ; 
Spread them wide on the cold earth. 
Quickly let them fade away. 

Fragrant woodbine all untwine^ 
All untwine from yonder bower ; 
Drag thy branches on the ground. 
Stain with duft each tender flower. 

For, woe is me ! the gentle knot. 
That did in willing durance bind 
My Emma and her happy fwain. 
By cruel death is now untwin'd. 

Her head with dim half-clofed eyes. 
Is bowed upon her breaft of ihow \ 
And cold and faded are thofe cheeks. 
That wont with chearful red to glow* 
And mute is that harmonious voice. 
That wont to breathe the founds of love ; 
And lifelefs are thofe beauteous limbs, 
That with fuch eafc and grace did move. 
And I of all my blifs bereft. 
Lonely and fad muft ever moan ; 
X)ead to each joy the world c^n ^ive. 
Alive to memory iloue 



>^ 



.V E R S E S 

Written upon a Pedeftal beneath a row of elms in 
a meadTW near Richmond Ferry ^ belonging ie 
Richard Owen Cambridge, E/q» 

YE ^recn-hair'^d nymphs ! whom Pan allows 
To guard from harm thefe favoured boughs j 
Ye blue-eyed Naiads of the ftrcam, 
Thart footh the warm poetic dream ; 
Ye elves and fprights, that thronging round, 
"When midnight darkens all the ground, 
In antic mcafures uncontroul'd, 
Your fairy fports and revels hold, 
And up and down, where-e'er ye pafs, 
"With many a ringlet print the grafs ; 
If e'er the bard hath hail'd your power 
At morn's grey dawn, or evening hour 5 
If e'er by moonlight on the plain 
Your ears have caught th' enraptur'd ftrain ; 
From every floweret's velvet head. 
From reverend Thames's oozy bed, 
From thefe mofs'd.elms, where jyifon'd deep, 
Conceal'd from human eyes, ye fleep. 
If thefe your haunts be worth your care, 
Awake, arife, and hear my prayer ! 

O banifh from this peaceful plain 
The perjur'd nymph, the faithlefs fwain. 
The ftubborn heart, that fcotns to'\i<yN> 
And harih rejc&$ the honeft. no^ \ 
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The fop, who wounds the virgin's car 

Witii aught that fenfe would blufh to hcar^ 

Or, falfc to honour, mean and vain, 

Defames the worth he cannot ftaki : 

The light coquet, with various art, 

Who cafts her net for every heart. 

And fmiJing flatters to the chace 

Alike the worthy and the bafe : 

The dame, who, proud of virtue's praife^ 

Is happy if a fitter ftrays, 

And, confcious of unclouded fame. 

Delighted, fpreads the tale of fhame: 

But far, O ! baniih'd far be they, 

Who hear, unmov'd, the orphan's cry,. 
Who fee, nor wifh to wipe away. 

The tear that fwells the widow's eye v,. 
Th' unloving man, whofe narrow mind 
Difdains to feel for human-kind, 
At others blifs whofe cheek ne'er glows, 
Whofe breaft ne'er throbs with others woos^ 
Whofe hoarded fum of private joys 
His private care alone dellroys ; 
Ye fairies caft your fpells around, 
And guard from fuch this hallowed ground I 

But welcome all, who figh with truth, 
F/ach conttant maid and faithful youth, 
Whom mutual love alone hath join'd. 
Sweet union of the willing mind ! 
Hearts paired in heaven, not meanly fold, 
JLnW'Jk^ns'd proftitutes ioi ^o\A\ 
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VERSES. 1^3 

And welcome thrice, and thrice agaift. 

The chofen few, the worthy train, 

Whofe fteady feet, untaught to ftray, 

Still tread where virtue marks the way j 

Whofe fouls no thought, whofe handg have known 

No deed, which honour might not own ; 

Who, torn with pain, or ftung with carcj 

In others blifs can claim a part. 
And, in life's brighteft hour, can fharc 

Each pang that wrings another's heart : 

Ye guardian fprights, when fuch ye fee, 

Sweet peace be theirs, and welcome free ! 

- Clear be the iky from clouds or (howers f 

Green be the turf, and frefli the flowers ! 

And that the youth, whofe pious care 
Lays on your fhrine this honeft prayer. 
May, with the reft, admittance gain. 
And vifit oft this pleafant fcene. 
Let all who love the Mufe attend ! 
Who loves the Mufe is Virtue's friend. . 

Such then alone may venture here. 
Who, free from guilt, are free from fear j 
Whofe wide affe&ions ean embrace 
The whole extent of human race ; 
Whom Virtue and her friends approve ; 
Whom Cainbridge and the Mufcs love. 



SONNET, 



SONNET Written on the Sea Shore. ' 

LOUD are the Surges of the angry main 
When temped rages with tumultuous fway. 
When howling winds deform the liquid plain^ 
And all is chaos wtld^ and drear difmay. 

Sec yon poor bark its utmoft fury brave 
Whilft o'er die (hatterM deck the billows roll. 
Scarce heaves her laboring fide above the wave ; 
Sad emblem of my tempeft beaten foul. 

Yet fhall thefe terrors of the deep fubfide 
Thefe angry waves and hideous ftorms fhall ceafe ; 
She in her deftin'd port fhall fafcly ride. 
And all be hufh'd in harmony and peace.' 
Ah ! when fhall I attain that peaceful fhore. 
Where florms fhall vex the harrafs'd foul no more« 



On the ROYAL MARRIAGE ACT. 

QUOTH Dick to Tom,— This Aa appears 
Abfurd, as Fm alive : 
1 o lake the Crown at eighteen years, 

The Wife at twenty-five. 
The myft'ry how fhall we explain ? 
For, fure, as * Dowdefwell faid. 
Thus early if they're fit to rei^n 

They mufl be fit to we J/ 
Quoth Tom to Dick,— 'ITiou art.a fool, 

And little know'fl of life ; 
Alas I 'tis eafier far to rule 
A kingdom than a wife. 

•^ Mr Dowde£vF^\\\ SpcccU on \\\c^o^^^^^'^v.^V.^ 



* INSTRUCTIONS to a PORTER, 

^T O U ! to whofe care IVc now confign'd . 

_f My houfe's entrance, caution ufe, 
Vhile you difcharge your truft, and mind 

Whom you admit, and whom rcfufe. 
^et no fierce paflions enter here, 

Paflions the raging bread that ftorm, ' 
lor fcornful pride ^ nor fervilc /f ^> 

Nor hate nor envy's pallid form, 
hould avarice call — you'll let her know 

Of heap'd up riches IVe no ftore, 
^nd that fhe has no right to go 

Where Plutus has not been before. 
,o ! on a vifit hither bent 

High plum'd ambition ftalks about -, 

Ff P>ut 



* This and the following Poetnt marked with an Af- 
!riik, were wrote by the late Mr fiedingfeld^ of whoin, 
\\c annexed account is taken from the Gentlemen's 
lagazine for December, 17 8p. ** Mr B«dingfeid was the 

fon of Mr Bedingfcld, of York, (who is iclated to 
= Sir Richard Bcdingfeld of Oxboraugh, in the couflty 
' of Norfolk.) He was a young Man of fine parts ; ht* 
' ved a few years with MeiT. Davidfons, Attornies n* 

• Newcaille ; came to London about fix years ago ; 
» was clerk to the late eminent conveyancer, Matthew 

• Dnane, Efq ; fincc whofe death, ^t ^t^\Tv^^^\^* -^^-J^^ 

• tifed as a chamber counfcl .(b«\n^ ?^ ^ottvTiw e*>^^^^^ 'f^T^ 
his own accounts he died aX Epvu^^> \i\o\, \*^*'»^"» ^'^ 



aa6 INSTRUCTIONS TO A POUTER. 

But fliouM he enter, fwcct conUnf 

Will give me warning — fhut him out. 
Perhaps the Mufe may pafs this way, 

And the' full oft Ive'bent the knee. 
And long invok'd her magic fway, 

Smit \fith the love of harmony ; 
Mone tho' ihe might pleafe--yet ftill 

I know {he'll with jimbition come ; 
With luft of Fame my heart flie'll fill. 

She'll break my reft— I'm not at home. 
There is a Rafcal old and hideous. 

Who oft (and fometimes not in vain) 
Clofe at my gate has watch'd alBduous^ 

In hopes he might admittance- gain. 
His name is Care — if he (hould call, 

Quick out of doors with vigour throw him 
And tell the mifcreant once for all . 

I know him not, I ne'er will know him. 
Perhaps then Bacchus, foe to care^ 

May think he^ll fure my favour wiii. 
His promifcs of joy are fair 

But falfe, you muft not let him in. 
But welcome that fweet power ! on whom 
The Young dejires attendant move ; 
Still flulh'd with Beauty's vernal bloom. 

Parent of blifs the Queen of Love. 
O ! you will know her, (he has ftolc 

The luftre of my Delia's eye. 
Admit her, hail Yiex— tox m^ fcxiV 
JBrcathcs double Vifc "wVvfcu ?iafc\% \Cv^ 
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If then, ftcrn Wifdom at my gate » 

Should knock with all her formal traln^ 

Tell her Fm bufy— fhe may wait, 
Or if fhe choofes— call again. 



* OLD AGE THE SEASON of FRIEND^ 

SHIP AND NOT OF LOVE. 
AN IMITATION FROM VaLTlIRE. 

Se vouj voule% que faime encon, &c. 

IF in this bofom love you'd raife. 
Love's long loft feafon back Invite, 
And to the twilight of my days 

The rofy dawn of youth unite. 
From fcenes where Bacchus takes his ftand^ 

And yenus fires the youthful heart ; 
Time fcizing on my withered hand 

And frowning, warns mc to depart. 
Againft the terrors of his rage 

My drooping foul let reafon fteel. 
Who wants tht fpirit of his age, 

Muft all his age's evil feel. 
Let Youth enjoy the fmiles of Fate, 

The yielding Fair, the fparkling Glafs, 
Two Moments from our mortal date, 

Let one to wifdom facred pafs. 
But Fly ye, to return no mot^ 

Ulufions, Follies i Lov^ 2ind'iQ^>' 



faiaS AN IXVdCATION. 

Ccleftial Gifts of genial power, 
Life's fharpeft forrows to deftroy. 

Twice do we die, fo fate decrees ; 

To ceafe to Love and to be loved 
Is death, and worfe than death ; to ceafe 

To live is what I'll bear unmoved. 
Thus trembling with awaken'd fire, 

The lofs of youthful joys I mourn'd. 
And to the paths of fond defire, 

My wandering foul again retum'd. 

When lo ! to footh my troubled mind, 
Frtendfhip defcended from above, 

As fweet, as tender, and as kind, 

But charin'd — but ravifh'd lefs than Lave. 

Pleas'd with her beauties as (he ftept, 
Struck with, her fplendor as (he flione, 

Friendfhip I foUow'd,— — but I wept, 
NiTJj forc'd to follow her alone. 



* AN INVOCATION. 

CELESTIAL harmony defcend, 
Thp wrinkl'd brow of care unbend, 
Thy chearful voice let forrow hear. 
And ceafe to drop the penfive tear j 
Bid joy, ecftatic joy impart 
Its pleafing influence to the heart, 
Dcfccnd celeftial harmony, 
Joy owes its fweetcjl ^Viwra xo \Sa.^^» 



ON FOUR BRAtlTIFUL SlSTERSi 229 

When love the bofqm fills, *tis thine • 
Us power to heighten and refine, . , 
Thy thrilling warblings foft and flowi 
kttuned to melting paflion flow, 
Ind bid the foul enraptured prove^ 
That mufic is the voice of love ; 
Dcfcend celeftial harmony, ' 

^ove owes its fweeteft charm to thee. 

Enchanting power 'tis thine to ftiU •■ 

The ftorms that life's fad circle fill ; 
The burthen of our woes to eafe, 
\nd make our pleafures doubly pleafc j 
!lach tender feeling to refine 
Through life, enchanting power 'tis thine \ 
3efcend celeftial harmony, 
uife owes its fweeteft charm to thee. 



* ON FOUR BEAUTIFUL SISTERS. 

YE Daughters of H ' each mortal may fee 
Such fymptoms of fweetnefs, of beauty fuch 
traces 
[n every dear feature— that were you but Sire^, 
Each mortal would whifper, " Bcholfl the three 
Graces." 
But fince heavenly charmers, your number is /o«r, 
A fourth heavenly name muft be fix'd on between 
us; 
Each mortal, whofe eyes the W\x ^\o^^^'5sJ^^'*^^^^^ 
Muil whifper « BtWd ^"t xJki^^^T^"^^^'"'^ 
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229 OM FOUR BEAUTMTUL SISTERS, 

Yet whom to diftingulfh with Vcnus's name, ' 
Is a point that muft puzzle a poor rhyming elf ; 

For the handmaids of beauty to rank cannot claim 
With the fweet fmiling goddefs of beauty herfelf. * 

*1ris not in your charms the diftinftion FU feek. 
With equal attraftion beholders they fcaft ; 

So fparkling each eye, and fo blooming each cheek>> 
Each nymph is a Venus — in beauty at leaft. 

But Venus, by bards, young and old \is confefled. 

Was gifted with kindnefs imited to beauty ; 
And ftill was her heart with this maxim impreft, 

" To ipBundi^ my Fate— but to heal h my Duty.'* 
Since then the contention of charms is in vain, 

The claim beauty cannot, let kindnefs difcover j 
Let this be the praife that ye ftrive to obtain. 

Who fooi\pft {hall grant the fond fuit of her lover J 
Thus who-ftiall be Venus will be a plain cafe, 

The point to decide with fuccefs IVe been trying. 
Each nymph that is prudifli, fhall be but a Grace, 

And the nymph ihall be Venus, that's- kind and 
complying. 



* Upon my foul when I advifed 

One of you four to copy Venus, 
Sweet B y ! faith I ne'er furmifed. 

You'd form this mifconftrudion heinous. 

Wai 

♦ ^ifs B. H. mariicd a ^ttiV\t«kV!k ttv^^^'^ «w >^'^ \\^^ 
Works at S. 



ON THE DEATH OF MISS F. H's LOVER. «3I 

Was there alas ! no other way. 

You could the goddefs imitate ; 
Than in what moft her folly lay. 

Her choice preppfterous of a mate? 
But fince 'tis paft, FU ftill rejoice. 

If you .the copy will purfue \ 
Refembling Venus in her choice, 

And treatment of her chofen too* ' 

In decking heads much time youVc fpent^ 

*Ti« well — that bufinefs follow now ; 
And don't forget what ornament, 

Your Venu^ placed on Vulcan's brow* 



* On the Death of Mifs F. H's Lover. 

THE youth of Peleus* verdant plain. 
To fate refigns his ftruggling breath j 
Each friend in pity's bitter ftrain. 

Laments th' untimely ftroke ojf death. 

JBut oh ! his Fanny's* tender heart, 

Feels the keen pang that's felt by few ; 
Tor wounded by a double dart. 

She weeps her friend and lover too. 
Sorrowing fhc mourns his early doom. 

His truth, his wond'rous worth recalls ; 
And o'er fair merit's hallow'd tonrf). 

The lovely tear of beauty falls. 
The tear of beauty falls— yet ftill 

JVbr e'en that tear ihall ou^ vri\> 



ajt TO MRS C-»--^ 

it cannot thaw death's icy chill, 

It cannot wake the flumbers pale. 
Still penfive mourner let it flow. 

Spread forroVs langour o'er thy face ; 
Thy charms thus foft'ned, fweeter glow. 

And from afBiftion borrow grace. 
Lamented fhade ! tho' pleafure's hour 

To thee, yet fcarcc begun, was o'er, 
Tho' on thy cheek youth's vernal jlower 

Juft bloom'd — and bloom'd to clofe no morCi 
Still does thy fate my envy move, 

Thy fortune friendly ftill appears. 
Alive, bleft with thy Fanny's love, 

And dead, lamented with her tears. 



* To Mrs C- , Oft her defirin^ Ufcefome 0/ 

VERSES. 

URGE, urge no more the vain requeft, 
Refolv'd to fhun the alarming teftj 
ril prudent to thy fight refufe. 
The weak produdions of my mufe ; 
Soon wQu'd thy penetrating eye, 
Defedls unnumber'd there defcry ; 
No beauties note, my feeble lays 
Wou'd claim thy pity, not thy pr^ife. ^ 

For fhou'd'ft thou fee that there I aim 
To cateh imaginaliorf^ &^m^ s , 
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« 

Triumphantly to mote ilong, 
*With all the pomp of loft^ fong; 
Alas ! with fuch fuperior (way, 
^Thy happier genius wings its way ; 
So bright thy Fancy's giyen to fhine, * 
Thou'lt pity fure a mufe like mine. 

Or humbler fhou'd I ftrive to gain, 
Applaufe from humour's fportive ftrain. 
In playful ftyle attempt to pleafe. 
And aim at elegance and eafe ; 
Alas ! what can I thusfubmit ? 
Such vigour points thy livelier wit ; 
Such native graces ftill refine, 
Thou'lt pity fure a wit like mine. 

But fhould.my penfive lays difclofe 
Some mournful lover « hidckn -woes 5 
The troubled mkid, the bleeding heart, 
Transfix' d with paffions keened- dart j 
While, curft, h^ views his fair one's charms. 
With rapture crown another's arm^, 
Alas ! with hopelefis grief he'd pine^ 
Thou wouLd'ft not pity woes like mine. 



* The R E LA P S E. 

ASlave to Cclia's charms, I faw 
My fond affeftion fruitlefs prove; 
No more fhali Venus give me law^ 
No more- O Cupid 1 Will 1 \on^% 
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Tct I was bom to feci thy dart, • 

But now the daar deliifion's o'er, 
Thy reign is gone, my fooliih heart 

Would love too much — /V/ hve m msr 
The godhead cried " what fervile fear ! 

" Weak mortal' fee thy foul to move, 
** Three* graces joined in one appear" 

—Child 'tis in vain — / wll not love. 

When lo ! my Sylvia's radiant form 
Sudden my dazzled eyes explore 5 

She comes with beauty's every charm. 
But comes too late — PU love no more. 

Yes, there refides each power to pleafe. 

There graces o'er each feature rove, 
There wit and temper, fehfc and eafe. 

But all are vain — / will mt love. 
What ? fhail my rivals own their fire. 

And proftrate a?t her feet adore, 
Whilfi I— why ftUl I'll but admire^ 

I'll furely, furely— /ove no more. 
When Cupid thus his purpofe preft, 

" Thy fenfe and reasoning I approve j 
*< JJmire then, and in fafety reft ; 

*' For admiration — is not love. 

What tho' ten thoufand graces glow. 
Such as ne'er met thy eyes before ; 
rho' beauty, fenfe— «11 thefe you know. 
Are nothing, when — one loves no more 
^^ Then fee the nympVi^ deNO\^ ci^ ^^-^^ 
*' Myfdf all 'dariget V\\\ icmoij^ v 
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^< Each moment whifpering in your car, 

«* j4t Icaft remsmher not to love." 
How couM I truft fuch hidden guile, 

Wou'd Cupid leffeh Cupid's power ? 
Malicious imp ! I faw hira fmile, 

Whene'er 1 feid-^/V/ love no more. > 
E'en from that day to danger blind, 

Heedlefs to meet my fate I move, > 
I fee the charmer, but I find 

To fee thee is — j^las to love. -' 



' * ADDRESSED to Mr G.' PICKERING. 

TO me when life's alluring fcenes were new,' 
And hope. her magic glafs upheld to youth. 
The fweet perfpeftive j how it charmed my view. 

It promis'd blifs in love — in friendftiip truth. 
To each fond fcheme it promis'd fure. fuccefs. 

Health to purfue, and patience to attain ; 
I deem'd each hour beyond the laft would blefs^ 

And pleafure ftill extend her fmiling reign. 
Experience foon was nigh ; — th* illufion's o'er. 

And all my darling aims abortive prove : • 
Early my heart is deftin'd to deplore, 

Friendfhip betray'd, and unrequited love. 

My wearied fpirits fink, and palid care 
Has fix'd his refidence upon my cheek 5 

Calling on comfort, anfwer'd by defpair, 
Through Jifc's drear \\'il\l^xu^l^ uv>i \<^>^\l^^* 



:^6 A LETTER FROM A CLERGITMAN^ 

l\i: i*:en « fiowcr which at Aurora's call, 
Jii.i il i:.to bloom and gaily rear'd its head j 

Jt> lilV iili nature fceni'd to hail, and all 
Tiie \euthfu3 gr-ccof fpring around Ai^asfpxead. 

liui loon came on the fultry hour of day, 

iilafciiig whatever was promised by the mom ; 
'J'li' ur.liappy plant foon felt the parchi^ig ray, 

And ]oIt its early bloom and droop'<^ forlorn. 
When lu ! their genial fuccour to impart, 

I f;iw the dews of night propitious come ; 
Thus far'd it with the flower j my drooping heart 

Pants for the night eternal of the tomb. 

Lincoln's Inn, J. B. 

July 25, 1786. 



A LETTER, from a Clergtman 0/ the Church 
if England^ to a Female Quaker. With her 
Answer. ('By defire J 

HARK, how the facred thunder rends the^ 
lilies ! cries : | 

•* Repent, and be baptiz'd,"— Chrift's herald |> 
" RepeDt, and be baptized, — confenting Heaven j 
replies. J 

And can Lavania, un;^fre£lcd, hear 
This awful mefiage echoing in her ear I 
"Will my Lavania, unconverted, prove 
Jtcbel to God^ and faithlefs unto love ? 
^Yj (hsdl a p aren ^abfolute comm^wd 
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Shall heavenly calls to earthly ties give place> 
And filial fondnefs fruftrate Chriftiaii grace ? 
Shall human wk Omnifcience engage. 
And Barclay endlefs war with Jefus wage ? 
Muft each Apoftle v/ave his claim to merit, 
That Fox may fhine firll martyr of tlie fpirit ? 
Muft common fenfe be banifh'd from the foul, 
"Ere gofpel falve can make the (inner whole ? 
Mull each adept in Calvary's great fchool 
Be not in meeknefs, but in fa£t a fool ? 
Muft Paul, at Corinth, be a babbler too ? 
And Peter, when a baptift, be a Jaw ? 
Muft Philip's procefs be fuperfluous thought, 
Bccaufe he waili'd the eunuch he had taught ? 
Muft foed'ral rites be metaphor'd away. 
And aftual homage conftru'd — difobey ? 
Such juggling arts may change each part of fpeech, 
Make water fpirit, and baptize to teach : 
But of fuch jargon, Jefus reprefents, 
The light indeed, is lent alone to faints. 
Then, in the letter double death we find,— 
And Chrift by figure only fav'd mankind. 

The J N S W E R. 

^^ TTARK, how the facred thunder rends the -^ 

XX fkies! I 

'' Repent and be baptiz'd,*-Chrift's herald cxit%\ 

*< Repent and be baptized,'— confenting heaven ( 

replies." \ 

The Chniiian heart reveres t\\e to\exwcv ^cs>axv^> 

And deeply humbled, treads t\v^ 1^ct&^ ^^^^^^; 



7^9 A LETTER FROM A CLERGYMAN, 

CKi'ns the injiinflion's .undifputcd daim. 
Its awful import, and its glorious aim : 
But here a differcBce mutud zeals excites,— 
You plead for outward,— we for mental rights: 
We til ink the Gofpers haliow'd page infpires • 
Superior efforts, — nor one type requires ; 
tSince r.o lavations can effectual prove. 
The innate .ftains oT nature to remove ; 
No mode of words can heavenly grace impart. 
To an infantile and unconfcious heart : 
As vain and factious, hence we difallow - 
'j'he faithlr^fs furety and baptifmal vow, 
As being ihadows, which men may obferve. 
Yet from the fubftance flagrantly they fwervc 
While fuperflitious rites their time divide, 
'J'hey ceafc to follow their internal guide; 
Knflav'd by canons, and the partial rules 
Of councils, fynods, colleges, and fchools^ 
Thus miglit mankind, for fome, an ample field 
To circumcifion's anticnt cuflom yield ; 
Or, humbly proftrate in the public. ftreet, 
With mutual candor wafli each others' feet : 
' J^is thus that holincfs to form gives place. 
And folemn trifling fruftrates Chriftian grace. 
In Jordan's pool well pleas'd, th' Almighty faw 
Hit; fon belov'd fubmitting to the law j* 
ButJ/is Apoilles through the world he fent, 
Wmi a baptizing power beyond the elemcnt- 
^J'his power does all true miniftry attend, 
' J\vas promis'd, and will never have an ^nd : 

T 
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This mighty power his hemld did proclaim,— 
** He fhall baptize you with an holy flame." 
Yet water was in ufe, an ancient rite, 
Allowed the common .way to profelyte ; 
But no dependence plac'd thereon, you fee. 
And Paul and Peter in this point agree.* , 
Then real Chriftians, with illumin'd thought, 
View truth unbiafs*d, as its author taught ; 
No type nor obfervation are rever'd. 
Since their immortal antitype appeared. 
Fox preachM this dodrine to a feeking age ; 
It fhines in Barclay's unrefuted page : 
Simple their fcheme, no mean felf-Iove they knew, 
But freely preach'd, without a fordid view ; 
"With hearts devoted, gofpel truths difplay'J, 
And* fcorn'd to make divinity a trade ; 
No juggling arts e'er us'd, no low difguife. 
On obvious texts and fcnfe to tyrannize ; 
Difcerning truth, by its own native light. 
And. by its guidance, praftis'd what was right. 
This ftate attained, prophetic figns no more 
Demand obfervance, as in days of yore ; 
'Tis grace alone, exalted and refin'd. 
Imparts inftruflion to th' attentive mind; 
Convifts of error, anireftcains from fin,-— 
For what thefe are, it manifefts within ; 
Each wayward paflion by its aid fubdu'4, 
The foul's enthron'd in native reftitude •, 
Cleans'd of its ftains, and fprinklcd from above, 
.With pure defcendings of atomw^VoN^. 

• I Cor. u 17. l?tl. \\\%.%^» 
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A baptifm this,— efTeiUiar you will find, 

Or Chrill by figure only fay'd mankind : 

This, then, alone, my fuppliarft fpirit craves,-*— 

Since buViWie Lord, one Faith, one Baptifm faves. 



Verfes copied from i^e JVindcrw of an obfcure 
Lodging'HmJe in London* 

STRANGER, whatever thou art, whofc rcftkfs 
mind, 
*Like me within thcfe walls is cribb'd, con'fin'd, 
Learn, how each want, that heaves our mutual figb, 
A woman's foft folicitudcs fupply ! 
Fromher white bread retreat all rude alarms^ 
Or fly the circle of her magic arms \ "* 
While fouls exchjingM alternate grace acquire. 
And paffions catch from paffions glorious fire. 

What tho' to deck this roof no arts combine, 
Such forms as rival ev'ry fair but mmc ; 
No nodding plumes, our h4jmblc couch above. 
Proclaim each triumph of unbounded love j 
No filver lamp, with fculptur'd Cupids gay. 
O'er yielding Beauty pours its midnight ray : 
Yet Fanny's charms could Time's flow flight beguile. 
Soothe every care, and make this dungeon fmile*, 
In her what Kings,-what faints have wi{h'd,is given \ 
Her heart is Empire, and her love is. Heaven! 
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